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B US IR IS. 
KING or EGYPT. 
4 
T RA G E D V. 

„ | 


TuxArRz-RovAL in DRURY-LANt, 


O trifle plant acer bumgas funus ! O morte ip/a mortis tem- 
pus indignius ! Jam diftinata erat regio juveni, jam 
ratum oft Þ Prix. Epi, | 


: 1 


„ EIER 


r 


LON have you fs the Greek an Rüman name e 
Aſted by the muſe, renew their fame, aol 
While yet unſung thoſe heroes ſleep, from avhom 
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Greece form'd her Plato's, and her Czſars Rome, 
Such, Egypt, were thy Jons ! divinely great 
In arts, in arms, in wiſdom, and in Halt. | 
Her early monarchs gave ſuch glories birth, 
Their ruins are the wonders of the earth. 
Structures fo waſt by thoſe great kings defign'dy ; 3 
Are but faint ſketches of their boumnalſi mind s | 
Yet ne'er has Albion's Scene, though long renown'd, 
With the flern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 
The tragic muſe in grandeut ſhould excel, 
Her figure blazes, and ber numbers fwell. © 
The prondeſt monarch of the proudeft age, | 1 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh gage: N 
014 Homer's heroes, moderns are t o thoſs 
Whom this night' s venerable ſcenes diſclaſe. 2 
B 2 | 


4 PR O L O G UE. 
Here pomp and /plendor Ker but to prepare: 

To touch the ſaul is our peculiar care; 

By juft diftre/s /oft pity to impart, 

And mend your nature, while we move your heart ; 

Ner would theſe ſcenes in emply words abound, 


Or overlay the Jentimat with ſound. 


When paſſion rages, eloquence is nean; 
Geſtures and looks beſt ſpeak the moving ſcent. 


Ye ſhining Fair! auben tender woes invite 
To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your affliftim you compute your gain, 
And riſe in pleaſure as you riſe in pain. 
If then juft objetts of concern are ſhown, | - 
And your hearts heave with farrows not your own, 
Let net the gen'rous impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive Bt with nature; bluſh not to be good: : 
Sighs only from a nobler temper riſe, — 
And tis your virtue favells into your Eyes. ' 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
Busizis, King of Et, Mr. ELAINO Tor. 
Myron, the Prince, Mr. Boor u. 
Nica gon, Father of Mandan-, Mr. MIL Ls. 
Mxuxox, N Mr. Wirxs, 
RAMESES, Mr. WALKER. 
SYPHOCES, Mr. THUuRMOND. 
Pür RON, 4 | Mr.W1LLIAMs. 
AvLETEs, a Courtier, Mr. W. Mirrs. 


Conſpirators, 


WOMEN. 
Myx1s, Queen of £g yr, Mrs. Tauzuond. 
Manpans Mrs. OLDr18LD. 
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SCENE, a Temple at MEMPHIS, in Old Egype. 


e 
W T ee e 0 


BUSI R I 8. 


mne 


ACT 1. sc ENA 1. 


Enter Pant and Sx rnoens. 


| Srrnoczs. 
F glorious ſtructures, and immortal deeds, 
Enlarge the thought, and ſet our ſouls on fire, - 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts and arms, ſo boundleſs in their fame, 
| PHERON« 
Thrice happy land! did nat her dreadful king, © 
Far-fam'd Bufiris, whom the world reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in diſgrace, 
By cruelty and pride. 
| SyruocBs. 
By pride indeed; 
34 


*. 


Have we not ſeen him ſhake Kis filver ein L 


With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his bow, | 


| Nor leſs the tyrant's eruelty than pride 


Has _ his | purple fireamer, and « deſcends, _ 


| The king—or proſtrate fall, or Appen ta 


9 B US IX I S, 


He calls himſelf The Proud, and glories i init, 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter's Almighty. 


Ober harnefs'd monarchs to his chariot yok d! . 
In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk al6ng, 

With eyes of indignation and deſpair, 
While he aloft diſplays his impious ſtate, | 


Blazing to heaven in diamonds and gold. 


ParrON, 


His horrid altars ſtream with human blood, 2 
2 piety is murder in his hand. [AA great Heat. 
* /- SxPHOCES. | 

There roſe the voice of twice two hundred e 
And broke. the clouds, and clear d te £ face of day 3. 

The kin g: who | from bis temple's f ary height, 1 1 , 
With beart dated, that great work ſurveys, 
Who ſhall proclaim what can be done by nad, 


aul. | 


| Puxkox. 
Twice ten long years haye ſeen that havghty my 
Which nations with united toil advance, 
Gain on the es, and labour up to Hr 1 
4— SyrnOc SJ. 


Tua, Bus inis, attended. 


BusixIs. 
This antient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt _— with the * Ninſelf, 


2h TIT 


And boaſting firength ſearce ſooner to decay, 
How wanton fits he athid nature's { {miles ;- N 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitful vales, far-ſtretching, fly the fight ; 
There, ſails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream ; 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities, _ 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers ! 17 
Float on the waves, and break againſt the more: 

To crown the whols, this riſing pyramid . 
| [Sheqvs the plan, 
Lengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars; 
While every other object ſhrinks beneath 
Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 

As wg compar'd with me. * 


Inter Auers. | fall pores. 4 a | + 
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11 „ Auxz ra. Nun 1444 
52 Lmbaſſadors roms base aim drain... Mm n 
r. To view your wonders,/and, to greet your fame 
| Each loaden with the gifts his jelds, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
With ſacred incenſe 3 Eubiepis ſends. 
4 A . 
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0 BUSIRIS, 


And their black riders darken all the plain : : 
Camels and elephants from other realm, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
| Bus81R1s. 
What from the Perfian? 
AvuLeTEs, 
He bends before your throne, and far 2 
The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate, _ 
Busiz1s. 


— . J 


ny Away ; ; he ſees me not ; I know his purpoſe ; 


A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and no friend: 

Take his Embaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt; 

In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 

As in a ſea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 1 
But ſtreaming freely through the ſpacious ſtreet, 
Which ſend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
. Whene' er the trumpet calls; high over-head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 
And leave in air a thunder of my own: 

Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, Ocean's eldeſt ſon : 

Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, | 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ſæyj—— 


Throw all my glories open to his view, * 
Then tell him iin return for trifles offer d, : 
I give him this, and when a Perfian arm 

[Gives him a * 


Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, 
And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue; A 
Thea 


KINO Of Ecyer 12 


Then let his maſter think of arms but bring 
More men than yet e' er pour'd into the field ; 

Mean time, thank heaven, our tide of conqueſt drives 
A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king: 
This to the Peas. receive the „ 

And give the world an anſwer. "(Ewe Dallets. 


ManDant, attended by priefts and her virgins, e 
ſacriſcing at a diſtance. © 
An hymn to 1818 is ung · The priefts go out. þ 
ManDaANE, attended by ber maids, eee. 


NX 


Manni. 4H 
My n to the gods is over, 
vet ſtill this terror hangs upon my ſoul, 
| And ſaddens every thought.“ ftill behold 
The dreadful image ; ſtill the threatꝰ ning fword 
Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye. 
But *twas a dream; no more. My virgins, cave me: 
And thou, great Ruler of the World, be preſent! * 
O kindly ſhine an this important hour ! 
This hour determines all my future life; '\-1+7.) ! + 1 
And gives it up to miſery or joy. [S ,t, 
Theſe lonely walks, this deep aud — . 
Where noon-day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 1 2 ; 
This houſe of tears, and. manſion of the dead, I. 
Por eyer þides him from the hated licht. 2 
And gives him leave to groan, 
mene a nog cn £ 
1247. we ve d. 
„ e 5 1.345 2 TS 
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112 3 WS IRIS, 

So mournful! If, my lord, the dead alone 
Are all your care, ee e- . 

How could you ſhun me for this diſmal ſhade, 
EINE ages ib þ 

Z Mxnnon., . P 
Why bal thou ede. thoſe eyes bo this ſad plata 
Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would figh N 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night?  -'* 
Thy beauties drive-thy friendly ſhades before 4 
And light up day-&en here. Retire, my love . 
Each joyful moment 1 would ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I would mourn alone. 
a5 MAN DAN Z. 1% nai You 

What have you found i in me ſo mean, to hope: 
That while you ſigh, my heart can be at peace d// e 
a TN your Mandane's _ Bak 
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FL 12 V0 5 LOANED $f 
i * 0 Mee, 8 . C of 2 4 A 11 

1 * 8 io 24 Anon e in ba 


ES atv Wherefore tarw you from me 7 
Have I e& wid 


or are you unkind . 
Ah me! a fight as f ge, as pitiful ! - "ig - 
From this big heart, &ercharg*d with gen'rom ſorrow, 
Ses the tide working upward to his eye, 


Aud cating from him in large fitent drops. 
Without his leave sch thoſe ted go in vai? iy 


. . 
Why will you double my diſtreſs, and make 
My grief my crime, by diſcompoſing you. 
And yet I can't forbear! Alas, my father! 
That name excuſes all; what is not due 


” 
* 5 
A 

4 


Kix O of Egy rr.” "ng 
To that great name, which fe or death can pay 2 1 
2 ri «+Manpant. ' | - 
Speak on, and eaſe your lab'ring breaſt : _— JF 
And finks again; and then it ſwells ſo high, | 
It looks as jt would break; In.. tit Al St 
With ſamething: you would utter. Oft in van) 
I have preſumid to ale your mournful ftory 5. ' 25 
orgs $97 icyypecs ye 0 
Muro. LITE 
0 my Mendhis 4 dhdinh ud ede tal nel 
Myſelf alone, it would not lie eonceal'd; ? 
But tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 44) 3.4: if 
And therefore tis unſafe to touch upon it : hc 
To tell my tale, is to blow off the aſhes 
From ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 
At the leaſt, breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf ;; 1 £24802 age\ 7 
And, Ol my heart this moment is ſo full, » +: 
Fa 
Myris, She phonons oo i: » 
Of great Lues, our late royal lord: 
Bufiris, who now reigne Was feſt of males 
In lin blood, to which this crown deſcends, 


Not wi [jon circumſtance to Joad my Rory, - | 4 
Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring foul, ,- Nr 154% \N 
And turn'd his fword againſt her brother's life: | 
Then mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Evjoy'd ber ham, and cen r in her guile, 
a Manpant. 

$0 black « tory well might es the day. * 

ee by Muno x 4 WS" 71% 
drtaxer friends (a virtuous multitude) Were 


14 B f 1 S ok, 1 8, 
Were ſwept away by baniſhment-or death, - 57 
In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave. 
My father — Think, Mandane, rene * 
And pardon me 77 L. 
The tyrant took me, a en ee PA 
And rear'd me with his ſon (a ſon ſince dead); 
He vainly hop?*d, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 
| To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 5 
| And reconcile me to my father's fate ; 
Hence have long been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmooth my brow with ſmiles, and curb'my tongue, 
While Wen e ee 


Tun Putron at a Alan. "5% 


Fotos. Lad. ee 
80 cloſe! ſo * Here I tand enden. | 
<1 aligren we, Apartment e 5 
t 9 MA. n 
W ed But thou, my fair; | 

Thou art my peace in tumult, life ir in death; 
Thou * canſt make me bleſs'd. 


1 Manpaxe, 


— 
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* 
1 * 
A 


1 eee . iH ys %. . 
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yo Maxon. 

4 . ST 1 \ 
x Ah! why wilt ton infult me? Ora wget 
13 Mandanz. fo 


| Muunon. 


en 3% cus E 
Nature foebida 3 and when I would begin, 
* N. ane 5 912 | She 


RR | 8 


2 
— 


KN O ef Eovrr. 15 
She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and I faint: 
My heart is breaking, but] cannot ſpeak. 


1 0 Maunon. ; 


You pierce me to the ſoal. [Holding ber 
Mapa. | 

O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 
Regains its wonted force, and I will ſpeak —— 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 
Breaks through reſtraints, and will not be refuſed, 

 [Pheron etvs @ great concern, 
Yet more: The prince, the young impetuous Princes. 
Before his father ſent him forth to war, | 
And gave the Mede to his deſtructive ſword, 
Has often taught his tongue a filken tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his liceatious paſſion 
Has haunted all my dreams 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre, 
To welcome her returning warrior home; 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars! 

Mzmxon. 
X To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves ; 4 
Be this our bridal night, my life —my ſoul 1. (roy 
Puzaox. = 

Perdition ſeize them. both ! and have I loy'd 
So long, to catch her in another's arms ! 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang! _ 
Heart-piercing fight —but rage ſhall 1 its tum 
It ſhall LT LIE - Who 


16 B. T R I B,. 
Who drives me to che black extremity ; ; 
I fear no farther hell than that I feel. - 
Mzunxon, © 
Trembling I graſp thee, and my anxious W 
Is fil in doubt if I may call thee mine; 
O bliſs too great! -®,> 79 pHSTRe 6h 
eee er- e e 
7 MAN DANE. | 
| Ah, my lord 
What means this + hap that comes athwart my joy, 
Chaſtifing thus the lightneſs of my — 0 
Thave a father, and a father too ten 87 
Tender as nature ever fram' d. His wir 1 
Should be conſulted. Sie Tse“ his peace, 
I fidald be wretched in eus, ; 


Menon. 
Talk not of wretchedneſs. + * Net TH | 
„ Mandagty (305097 
| REY Als this day- 78 


Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates Cer ſince, as watching its return; 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething great; — ed 

$0777 25 Manon, 5151 tte 
Why ſhould we bock inisfortdbe'to.our loves V C4298 BY + 
No; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 5 | | 
Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 31'S | 
Fame, freedom, father, alt return in the. 
Had not the gods Mandzn+*to beſtow, 


They never would Have pout'd ſuch Saane FE 5 
. * me . and could not be ſevere.” 31 
Soon 


* 
2 * 
* 


Kind of Eovrr. ty 
oon as night's favourable ſhades deſcend, | 
he holy prieſt ſhall join our hands for ever, | 

and life ſhall prove but one Jong bridal-day. 

in then, manger ee e 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flowert, w 4 
hey'll ſweeter ſmell, and fairer bloom for thee.— 
Alas! I'm torn from this dear tender de,. 

By weighty reaſons, and important calls ; 

Ney, &en by love idfelf—I quit beser, R 
But to deſerve thee more. e ant, 


* 5687 r Nn ** 
Fi de friends — 1 Mand. 
0 14.120 © Maunon. © 


Excellent band bow my\foul pants for the 
But other paſtons now begin their elaim z ik nee 
Doubtz and diſdain, And forrow, and revenge » 45 
With niſigling tutalt, tear yp in my breit: 


E220 ]³ĩ²?.ỹ 3, © 

2 — Zum sr cls. ** ' | |; 
tun H,ỹõMfƷ an rte. . ERS an 01 
1 Me. IT 

(v6 l i — 
A heart that piece fo en ee, 

Bravely regardleſs,of its own, though gut „ 
Tat firſt of chars. 
” | Srrnoen (14) 2/4 1 dos 
54 Aut Gaw%.s hens. 

Not far behind To ace the pr, a 


Or dies 25 


. 
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2 
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6 
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And greatly ſold for conqueſt and renown 3 | 


18 B us IR Is, 


MIMu NWS. 
Ves, die; and viſit thoſe braye men, 
Who, from the. firſt of time, haye bath d their hands 
In tyrants' blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords - 
As part of their own. being, when the: cauſe, 
The public cauſe, demanded. O my friend | 
How long ſhall Egypt groan in chains? How long 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps without a foe ? 37 Y 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bu/iris, 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence! 
Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives, 
SyrnoOcss. 

What havock have I ſeen ? Have we not known | 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When troubled reſt, or a debauch, has ſour'd 
The monſter's temper ? Then /tis inftant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd corn 


Before the ſweeping ſeythe ; not the poor. mercy. 
To ſtarve, and pine at leiſure in their = 


But what freſh hope, that we receive your ſummons 
To meet you here this morning ? 
Manon. 
8 Know, la 
Twas on this eu my warlike father's blood, 
So often'taviſh'& in his country's cauſe, 


Twas on this execrable day it flow'd 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruftian's feet. 


This guilty day returning, rouſes all 


* mother d ragez and blows it to a fame. 


wines 


( OO > IT -t FE T-M- 


— 2 ty ww 


do 


W 


* 


Kinc of Ever. 


Where are our friends ? 

| Syrnoens. 4 

At hand. Ke 
Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature ſpread 
Her fill command, and care alone was waking, | 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented, ghoſt, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed : 
With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans, 
He recoll&ts his godlike brother's fate, 
The drunken banquet, ' and the midnight murder, 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, . 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 
MzMnon. 

[ know he hears the prince moſt deadly hate 3 
But this will enter deeper in his ſoul ; [Shewor s letters 
And rouſe up paſſions, which till now have flept ; 


7 


Murder will look like innocence to this. 
2 SYPMOCES. 
How, Memnos # . 


Manon... 

3 reminds me of thy. fate) . 
The queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
And ſought by t threats to bend thee to her will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 

In frajdeſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 


Srrnocts. 


0 aut love ! which, ſtang by jealouſy, 

Expell'd a life far dearer than my own, _ 

By curſed poiſon—Ah divine hne; - 

And could the ENI dope the ſhould inherit | 
This 


[ 
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This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms 7 — 
But por ow yield—Revenge, I'm wholly hin! 
' *Mzmnon. be LE ER 

The tyrant too'is wanton in his age; © © 

He ſhews that all his thoughts ate not in blood ; 85 

Love claims its'ſhare ; he envies poor Rameſes 

The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks Amelia 

A miſtrefs worthy'of a-monarch's arms. 
ay SYPHOCES. * ˖ 

But ſee; Ranuſis comes; a ſullen gloom © © © 

Scowls on his brow, and marks him through the duſk. 


Enter Raubs28, Fuse, and uber enyþiratore. ' 
| "Mzmnon,. © 
To what, my Giend, ſhall Memnon bid you welcome ? 
To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 
I have no coſtly banquets, fuch as ſpread 
Prince Myren's, table, when your brother fell 3 


* 
W | 
» * a” =» * * 


watt? [7s Rameſes, 


I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment; 
Such as the queen prepar'd for thee, Sypbocer, 


Yet be not diſcontent, my valiant friends.. 


Bufris reigns, and 'tis not ont of ſeaſoůn 

To look on aught may mind us of our fate: wo 

His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 

Thinks the day loſt that is not mark'd with * 
ä Raurszs. 

Aud have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 


2 


Felt him as the raw wound the burning ſteel; Wa : 10 


And are we murmuring out our midnight 


Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 8 5 
7 155 | Our 


N. 


1 4 
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Kio, .of ; neren an. 


; Our hands are forſeited-—Goda! trike them oF - 
No hands we need to faſten our own chaine, 
Our maſters will do that; r 
To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 
Mz MNONs, ; 

Ruffles your temper at offences paſt, +, 5 
Here then, e FR | 

lter the Letter, Ref coke of 


h Russ. 


e 1 -4 

. grrwoche . | 

See how the ſiruggling paſſions ſhake his frame 1 
Raus. 

My boſom joy, that crowns my happy bel 
Wich tender pledges of our mutual love, une 
Far dearer than my ſoul! and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 

Ie taken from us! Torn from me, from mine, 
8. If Who live bat on her fight | And ſhall I hear, | 
A, Her cries' for ſaccour, and not ruſh upon him ? 

My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, * ö 
45 And ftrijyles with Big Hide arms to fave ber TI f 
Theſe veins haye fill ſome gen rous blood in ftore, | | 
T l 4 
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Curſe on the man that calls Rameſtr friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this; 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, 
And loſs of reaſon is the mark of men. 
Mzuxox. 
4 Thus I've determin'd: When the midni ght hour | 
Ll.ulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams © 
Of humbler foes, or his new miſtreſs' love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 
A more auſpicious junRure could not happen. 
The Perſſan, who for years has join'd our counſels, . 
Stirr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd that glorious appetite with gold, | 
This morn with tranſport ſnatch'd the wiſh'd occaſion 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now 2 
He frowns 1 in arms, and gives thi event to fate. f 10 
| RAMASES. * 3 
This band ſhall drag the tyrant from the throne, POSE 
And ſtab the royal victim on this altar. 1 
[Pointing to the tomb, 


Mruxox. gl 
O juſtly thought! F riends, caſt your eyes around; © 
All that moſt awful is, or great in nature, 
This ſolemn ſcene preſents ; the gods are here, 
And here our fatn'd' forefathers' $ ſacred tombs ; © 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not aA beneath the grand aſſembly! ! 


| The {lighted altart tremble, and theſe combs © 
20 2 4 Send 
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tend forth a peal of groans'ts urge us f. 
Come then, ſurround niy father's monument, 
And call Mr ee aps 2.1 your vos. 
Ranzszs, © © 
Nor his alone. O at ye mighty dend! 
Illuſtrious ſhades! who nightly ſtalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty en, 
Whether already you converſe with gods, 
Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, ö | 
From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hell, * 
Come, I conjure you, by the pris*ner's — 5 
The widow's ſighing, and the orphan's 
The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting Cs 
By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav d. 
| Mzmnon. 
Hear, Tour, and you moſt injur'd heroes, hear, 
Whale we o'er this thrice-hallow'd monument 
Thus join our hands, and, kneeling to the gods, 
Fat bind our ſouls to great revenge! 
| 4 Wen ert!!! 1 
n We ſwear 
| Myunon. | 
is night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 
Pon. £3 J 
ä So, now my foe is taken in the toil, 1 MD 
nd I've a ſecond caſt for this proud maid— 
It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury | oF 
Pt good account in vengeance, . and in love, N 
|  Mzunon. 
Ve wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
_"_ alone to count this grand affembly : | 
A thou- 


I- 


1 "© : BU: $4818Kl1w _ 
.v A thouſand unſeen herpes-walk among, us H Ur 
My father riſes from his tomb; his wound? 


{1 Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day: L 
1 He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance: N 
1 reeht. i eee T 
| Such our condition, we have nought to loſe; L 
x And great may be our gain, if Bis be bes, 4 
| = | To cruſh a Tyrant, and-preſerve a State: O 
* . To ſtill the clamours of our father's blood, HT 
if To fix the baſis of the Public good. 4 
13 | To leaye a fame eternal; then to ſoar. 

| Hi, mie andbd the world adore, ; Be 
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L WIr means this et jo the W As 
| Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe ſhouts, Ar 
Tho tyrant blazing in full infolonce, „ 1 on of A! 
And all his gaudy courtiers baſking. round him, Ple 
Like poirnoas vermin in a dagday ln: | I An 
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And with one peal of joy the nation rings, 


RAuxsEs. | | 
Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, So 
: Wich zeal-well worthy of a better cauſe, 
;1 Wl Though with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field, 
At the ſhrill trumpet he throws off the weight 
Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
The tranſport danger gives him, conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins, 
SYPHOCES, 
Behold this way they paſs to meet the king, 


Myron axd Nicano paſs the flage with attendants, 
RANU EES. [ Locking on Myron. ] 
What pity tis that one ſo loſt in guilt, 
Should thus engage the ſight with manly charms, 
And make vice lovely ! 
5. | SYPHOCES. 
0 1 Pardon me, Rameſes 2 | 
Though to my foe, I muſt be ever juſt. 
He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
6c. But then he knows no limit to his paſſion ; 
he tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd © 
rt, As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe : | 
ut, And though he draws a fatal ſword in battle, | 
And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite; the ſparkling eye, 
And gen'rous bowl, bear down his graver mind, 
. 4 While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, | 
And keep a conſtant revel in his heart, | 
\nd Vor. I C RAU EZZ8. 


When my fierce courſer, with a jaw lin ſtung, 
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| RAURSs Es. 
But here the tyrant comes !— With what 1 
Of idle pride will he receive his ſon! l 
How with big words will he, ſwell out this f 
And into grandeur puff his little tales ! 
Enter K1nG, and aſcends the throne ; on the other fide, [ 
Enter Mys0N and Nicanos. I 
Eixo. 0 
Welcome, my ſon ; great partner of my fame ; / 
I thank thee for th' encreaſe of my dominions, 
'That now more mountains riſe, more rivers flow, C 
And more ſtars ſhine in my ſtill growing empire. 8 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, f 7 
But travels for the view, whilſt far disjoin'd * 
My ſubjects live unheard- of by each other; I 
Theſe wrapt in ſhades, whilſt choſe enjoy the light ; T 
Their day is various, but their king the ſam. WW 
Mrxzon. | , B, 
- Shin, Sir, your thanks are due; to this old arm, D 
Whoſe nerve not threeſcore winter camps unbend, Bi 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 4 


Firſt rear'd in air, then tearing with a bound 

The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe 
And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry fide, _ A 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 4 


Through the throng'd legions, like a tempeſt, ruſh'd M 
This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſteeds, - He 
And * me from my fate. b We 
Bus81RIs. In 

I thank thee, general; 


Thou 


ſt, 
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Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, 
And throws off the infection of theſe times; 
But thy degenerate bo 
N1iCANOR, 

No more my ſon ; 
T cut him off; z my guilt, my puniſhment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me, through his offence ; 
O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, 
And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crimes, 

_ Bus1r1s, 
Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain 3 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feel my pow'r; 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be y guilt. 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? 
The land that yields them food, and ev'ry ſtream 
That lakes their thirſt, the air they breathe, is mine, 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment 
By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return? 
Death and deſtruction are within my cal! 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile. 
A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow, 
, N1canoR. 

Take but one more, one ſmall one, to your favour, 
And then my ſoul's at peace I have a daughter, 
An only daughter, now an only child, 
Since her loſt brother's folly; ſhe deſerves - 
The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 
We two are the whole houſe 3 nor are we two; 


In ou live, the comfort of my age ; 
C 3 And 


as S VER. 
And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 
And take'that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 
Then I have all my monarch can beſtow, 
Or heav'n itſelf; but this, that I may wear 
My life's poor remnant out in your command; 
Stretch forth my being to the laſt in duty, 
* the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Bvs1x18. 
| 1 know, thy daughter is our care. 
Myxon. 
O, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 
And with the monareh furniſh out the friend. 
Art thau not he, that gallant- minded chief, [To Nie. 
Who would not ſtoop to give me leſs than life ? 
And ſhall I prove ungrateful ? Shocking thought 1 
He that's ungrateful, has no guilt but one; 
All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him, 
Nicanos. 
What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare gives me, 
My lips I need not open to diſcover—— 
Thus humbly let me thank you. 
Bus1R1s. | 
Dry thy tears, 
And follow us; thy daughter's near our queen, 
And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee : Bleſs the maid, | 
And then attend us on affairs of ſtate,—— 
I hear, there's treaſon near us: Though the ſlaves 


Fall off from their obedience, and deny 
That I'm their monarch, I'm Bu/iris ſtill: 
Collected in myſelf, P11 ſtand alone, 
And hurl my thunder, though I ſhake my throne : 
I Like 
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Like death, a ſolitary king I'll reign | 
O'er ſilent ſubjects, and a deſart plain; 
Ere brook their pride, III ſpread a gen'ral doom, 
And ev'ry ſtep ſhall be from tomb to tomb. [ Exit. 

[Myr. and Aul. auh tall afide, advance. 
Myron. 
ſer abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
nd ſparkled in each thought, She never left me 
ou'dſt thou believe it? In the field of battle, 
n the mid terror, and the flame of fight. 
andane, thou haſt ſtol'n away my ſoul, 
and left my fame in danger. My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 
and, for a moment, ſpar'd the proſtrate foe 
O that her birth roſe equal to my own 85 
hen I might wed with honour, and enjoy 
A lawful bliſ— And why not now? Methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and heighten'd ev'ry charm. 
| Aurzrzs. 


She comes | 
Myxzon. 


That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my ſoul : 
That chaſtity of look, which ſeem to hang 
A veil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 


And by forbidding, moſt inflames, deſire. 
| [Enter MANDANE» 
What tender force ! what dignity divine ! 
What virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature ! | 
ike Around that neck, what droſs are gold and pearl! 
Mandane { pow'rful being, whoſe firſt ſight 
C 3 Gives 


30 i, 
Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs'd ; 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee. 

ManDane. 
My lord, I ſought my father. 

Myron, 

Leave me not; 
I've much to ſay ; ; much more than you conceive z 
Yes, by the gods, much more than [I can utter: 
My breath is ſnatch'd; I tremble ; I expire. [Afide. 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violence - Takes her hand. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand ? 
When youreyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge, 
| ManDANE. 
My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault. 
| | Myron, 

Tis falſe—I know the language of thoſe eyes; 
They uſe me ill—See my heart beat, Mandane ; 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſſion— 
Is it in art to counterfeit within ? 
To drive the ſpirits, and inflame the blood? 
Each nerve is pierc'd with light'ning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 

Max ax. 
My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not ſlay, 

Mon. 

Give me a moment: I have that to ſpeak 
Will burft me, if ſuppret—O heavenly maid ! 
'Thy charms are doubled, —ſo is thy diſdain— 
Who is it ; tell me, who enjoys thy ſmile ? 


He: 
There 
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here is a happy man, I ſwear there is; 
I know it by your coldneſs to your friend 
hat thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart, 
hat ſtings to death And is it poſſible 
ou ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
r caſt at leiſure a light thought that way? 
LED ManDaNE. 
thought of you, my lord, and of my father, 
And pray'd for your ſacceſs ; nor muſt I now 
Neglect to give him joy. 
Myron. 
Yet ſtay; you ſhall not go——Ungrateful woman! 
I would not wrong your father; but, by heav'n, 
His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine. 
I underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows ; 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had touch'd my brain. You may forgive me 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; 
But that you live, I'd ruſh upon my ſword. 
If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch | 
Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude : 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe, 
As well a better, as a happier, man, 
Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 
| | MaANnDANE, 
I muſt not hear you. 


7 (2 


Myron. 
O tormeat me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more—Your father's valour, 
C 4 In 


In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death: | 
And how ſhall I be grateful! Thou'rt a princeſs ;j== 
Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden ftart ; 

A flaſh of love, that kindles and expires : 

Long have.I weigh'd it; fince I parted hence, 

No night has paſs'd but this has broke my reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream, My fair, I wed thee 
In the matureſt counſel of my ſoul. : 

| ManDant. [Afde.] 

O gods! I tremble at the riſing ſtorm ; 


Di 


Where can this end ? 85 
Myron. Re 

And do you then deſpiſe me ? Mc 
ManDANE. ; 


- 2 


My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
Muſt filently upbraid my little worth. 


| Myron. | 
Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my temper gu 

Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 

And fall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere; hs 

'Turn'd ſuperſtitious, to make thee my friend ? Ar 


Gods ! have I ſtruggled through the pow'rful reafons f 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 


Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight; E 

My parent's crown forgot, and my own contently 4. - 
And all to be refus'd to ſooth your pride, 

And make my rival ſport ? A 

Manvant. 2 ] r 

With patience hear me M 


Nor let my truſt in Myroz prove my ruin. 
27S My RON, 
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Myxron. 
Diſtraction | Art thou marry'd ? 


MANDANE. 
Oh! 


Mr aon. 
y heart foretold it.—Ah my ſoul ! Auletes, [ Swwoons. 
AULETES. - 
adam, tis prudent in you to FEY Mand, 
Myron. 
do not live—T cannot bear the light! 
here is Mandant ? But I would not know. 
She is not mine. —Yet, though not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults; 
Did the proud maid inſult me in diftreſs, 
And ſmile to fee me gaſping? Speak, Auletes. 
Did ſhe not figh ? Sure ſhe might pity me, 
Though all her love is now another's right, 
AULETES, 
She ſigh'd, and wept ; but I remov'd her from you. 
© Mrxzon. 

It was well 3 I could gaze for ever. 
| And did ſhe ſigh? And did ſhe drop a tear? 

The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mie 

And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 

And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 

Shall I afliſt the villain in his joys ? 


at * 


No; I will tear her from him — 
Id grudge her beauties to the gods that gave them. 
— AULETEsS. | 
My lord, have temper. 
Mraon. | 
A And another's m—_ 
Che = — C5 Warm | 
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Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waiſt for which I die, 
And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him ! 
What golden ſcenes, when abſent, did I feign ! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air l 

What luxury of thought! And ſee my fate! 
Shall then my ſlave enjoy her; and I languiſh 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 

And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 

Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train? 
What if I ſtab him? No—S$he will not wed 
His murderer—l never form'd a wiſh, 

But full fruition taught me to forget it. 

And am I leſſen'd by my late ſucceſs ? 

And have loſt my conqueſt ? Fly, Auletes, | 


* 
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And tell her: 

: AvuLETEsS, 
What, my lord? | 
Myrox. 1 f 
No bid he: 8 
AvLETES. ] 
| Speak! 1! 
WO Myxon. we I 
I know not what—My heart is torn aſunder. I 
; AULETES. I 
Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf: 0 
The queen approaches Ha! her boſom ſwells ; 7 
8 [Exit Myron. N 


Her pale lip trembles; a diſorder'd haſte 
Is in her ſteps; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fireg—— 
When Myris is in anger, happy they 
| She calls her friends. | 
9 | Enter 


KINO of Eorrr. 35 
| Enter Quzzn, 


Quzzn. _ 
Aulaes, where's the king? 


AvLETEs. 


At council, madam, 


Qu. 
Let him know I want him. [Exit Aul. 


Baſe! to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 

Fool! to provoke her rage, whoſe hand is red 

In her own brother's blood ! 
Enter Kix and PREROR. 


Kins. 
Horrid conſpiracy! 


PHERON. 

This night was deſtin'd for the bloody deed. 
KinG. | 

Miſtaken villains! if they wiſh my death, 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by: 
So jealous are the gods of Egypr's glory, 
I cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon; plunge them down 
Par from the hopes of day; there let them he 
Baniſh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darkneſs, and in horror—Let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnor's loaded limbs, 2 
Till death ſhall knock them off A king's thy friend; 


Nay, more; Buri. Go; let that ſuffice— 
[Exit Pher. 


4 


Quzen: 
My lord, your Mm TE... 
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| Kinxc. 
Detain'd me'from my queen, 


| Queen. 


The world may wait : 


Affairs of ſtate 


Pve a 8 my ford. 


Kix. 
Oblige me with it. 
Quzzn. 


Kins. | 
My queen, my pow'r is yours, 
Quzen, © 


| Kino. 
My queen. 
| Quzen. | 
| Indeed, it hould be ſo— 
Then ſign theſe orders for Amelia's death. 
He ſlarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. 
Enough; be gone, and fling thee at her feet; | 
Doat on my ſlave, and fue to her for mercy, 
Go; pour forth all the folly of thy foul ; 
But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own: 
Thou giv'ſt that kindnefs, which I n with blood, 
Nor ſhall I loſe unmov'd. 


Will you comply ? 


Your queen ? 


Kino, 1 

x wiſh, my queen, | þ 

This aun had ſept a ſecret for thy ſake; A 
But ſince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of foul B 


Has been fo ſtudious of its own diſquiet, 

Support it as you may -I own I've felt W- 

Aula charms, and think them worth my love. V 
QUEEN» 


When Myris firſt vouchſaf d to ſmile on me? 


K IVO of Eo rr. 

Quan, 
And dar'ſt thou bravely own it too? O inſult! 
Forgetful man ! 'tis I then owe a crown! 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovelPd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diftance, had not 
Told thee, thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thonght!): 
Through my own brother cat thy way to empire; ' 
But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow'ld ;. 
That gift was ſmall ; I liften'd to ay ibo, a 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

Kinc.. 
I thank you for i it: 

The gifts you made me were not calt away : 
I underſtand their worth : Huſband and King- 
Are names of no mean import ; they riſe high. 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r—— 
Whate'er I was, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myris lord. 


Qurpgn. 
I dream: Art thou Brin? 
Bufiris, that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow 
Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Doſt thou derive thy fpirit from thy crimes ? 
Cauſe thou haſtwrong'd me, therefore doſt thou threaten, 
And roll thine eye in anger? Rather bend, 
And ſue for pardon O deteſtable l 
Burn for a ſtranger's bed! 
KI xo. 
And what was mine, 


QUEEN. 
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; Quzen. | 
Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my love !-—— 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe : 

Mine was a godlike guilt: Ambition in it; 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds ; 
For know, I hated when I moſt careſs'd : 
*T'was not Bufiris, but the crown, that charm'd me, 
And ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart: 
But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with ſlaves. 
Kin. 
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Syphoces is a king then. 
Qvrxx. 
Ha! 
KIxG. | | 
Let fair Amelia know the king attends her, [Exits 
Queen. 
Go, tyrant, go, and wiſely, by thy ſhame, 
Prepare thy way to ruin: I'Il o'ertake thee, 
Living or dead ; if dead, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy ears, and ſtalk before thine eyes: 
In death, 1! triumph o'er my rival's charms, 
And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms; 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Great; 
Tyrant, thy torment ſhall ſupport my State, -[Exiz, 
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ACTS CEMSL 


S 6. ENE, The General's Houſe. 
Enter the KIx c. 


| KinG. - 
ERE dwells my ſtubborn fair: I'll ſooth her pride, 

And lay an humbled monarch at her feet : 

But let her well conſider ; if ſhe's ſlow 

To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 

To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 

And turns the force of her own charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 

[Enter the Qu EEx, veilaa. 
Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay aſide Ee 
That melancholy veil.— Ha! Myris ! 
* | Quees. | 
| Myriz ! 
. WY A name that ſhould like thunder ftrike thine ear, 

And make thee tremble ia this guilty place: 

But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here ? 

Not with mean fighs, and deprecating tears, 

To humble me before thee, and increaſe 

The number of thy ſlaves, in hope to break | 

Thy refolution, and avert thy crime; + 

But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, | 

The 
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The vengeance due to injur'd heav'n and me: 


= c abc. 
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And as this hour I paſs'd great J temple, 
A ſudden flood of light' ning ruſh'd upon it, 


Why all theſe ſigns in nature ? Why this tumult 


My crown, indeed, I may reſign; but O! 


And ſhake the earth's foundations with my guile. 


— 


ann 


And by this warning double thy offence: 
Think, think of vengeance ; tis the only joy. 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know I am a woman ſtill. 

* Euter AULETES. 

AULETES, 

May all the gods watch o'er your life and empire, 
And render omens vain ! So fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unbeard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : See the moon 
Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form,. 
Appears a bloedy fign, hung out by Jove, 
To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men; 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks; 


And laid the ſhrine in aſhes. 
Kino, 


O mighty n 


To tell me I am guilty? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back: 


Who can awake the dead. 

"Tis hence'theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight thoughts, 
And nature's laws are broke to diſcompoſe me; 

*Tis I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 


HI — — 


O Mjris ! give me back my innocence. A 
: . QUEEN, 


KING of Eo rrr. 


Queen... 
1 bought it with an empire. 
Kix. 
Cheaply ſold! 


y didſt thou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 

The pious king, when my own heart recoil'd ? 
QuEen.. 

Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a woman; 

ou that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 

And ſwell with the prerogative of man ? 

If you ſucceed, our counſel. is of nought ;: 

You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd ; 

But teal the glory, and deny the favour: 


Vet if a fatal conſequence attend, 1 
Then we're the authors; then your treach'rous praiſe 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemned. | 
_ KinGs 
'Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, 
And wait a ſofter ſeaſon for my love. Ala. 


Bid [4 prieſts attend their king's devotions ;, 
Fil ſooth with ſacrifice. the angry pow'rs ;- 
Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome womb: 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars; 
Ten thouſand. lives to heaven devoutly pour ; 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cold from blood, 

Till ſevenfold Nik, infected with the ſtain, 

In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. [Exits 

Que. 9 
Thin artifice! I know the ſacriſce 3 
You moſt intend—But I will daſh your joys ; | | 
Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs, both ſhall feel me. 
 AUL8BTES.. 
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Avers. 


Madam, the prince. 
Queen. 


And is he ſtill afflicted? 
AULETES. 
It grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it : 
He ſtruggles manfully ; but all in vain: 
Sometimes he calls in muſic to his aid: 
He ſtrives with martial ſtrains to ſire his blood, 
And rouze his ſoul to battle 
Then he relapſes into love again, 
Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 
Quren. 
Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his ſorrow tt 
AULETES. 
He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her father; 
For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, - 
25 8 in the weetd, and ſoftens every fate: * 
[Martial Mufits 
Enter Mrzon, at a diſtance. 
Queen. 
Heav'ns ! what a glory blazes from his eye! 
What force, what majeſty, in ev'ry motion, 
As at each pop he trod upon a foe ! 
Mrzon. 
O that this ardour would for ever laft! 
It ſhall ; nor will I curſe my being more; 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms, are before me 
P11 bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ſtream, 
Where thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze. 
Pl} 


KinG of Evy r. 43 


ll number my own heart among my foes, | 5 
And conquer it, or die. [Exits | 
QUEEN. 
The thoughts of war 


Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his breaſt— 
But this has broken in on my intent — 
I would remind thee of my late commands. 
AULETES. 
Madam, tis needleſs to remind your ſlave— 
At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 
QUEEN. 
Yes, ſet the pris ners free—'tis great revenge: 
Such as my ſoul pants after—It becomes me, 
O it will gall the tyrant! ſtab him home; 
And if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Sypboces to my ſoft deſire: 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 
Ye gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy ; 
Or rather both ; for what has life to boaſt 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt ? 
Glory and wealth I call vpon in vain, 
Nor wealth, nor glory, can appeaſe my pain; 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 
And triumphs tell me ſacred blood is ſpilt. [ Exit. Que 


Enter My xON. 
Myxzon. 
The ſhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine ear, 
The banners furl'd, and all the ſprightly blaze 
Of durniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, | 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from my thought: 


And pours it out at my Mandane's feet — 
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No battle, ſiege, or ſtorm, ſuſtain my ſoul 

Th wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt: 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languiſhments and ſighs, 


J ſee her &'en this moment ftand before me, 

Too fair for ſight, and fatal to behold: 

T have her here; I claſp her in my arms; 

And in the madneſs of exceſſive love, 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs, 
AVULETES. 

My lord, too much you cheriſh this delafion 3 

She is another's. 


Myron, 
Do not tell me ſo: 
Say rather ſhe is dead: Each heav'nly charm” I 
Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains $ 
Is when the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, B 
Gives tranſport, and receives it from another l. 7 
How does my. ſoul burn up with ſtrong deſire; 4 
Now ſhrink into itſelf ! Now blaze again! Y 
I'll tear and rend the ſtrings that tie me to her: 7 
If I ſtay longer here, I am undone, [ 
Ai be is going, Enter Nicaxon. 5 
Nicaxos. 1 
My prince, and, fince ſuch honours you vouchſaſe, \ 
My friend! IT have preſum'd upon your favour; , 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night N 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languiſh, k 
If you refuſe to crown them with your preſence. 


Myxzon. 
Nicanor, I was warm on other thoughts 


Nicaxonx. 
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Nicanaos. 
Lam till near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches, and the bloody field, 
When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 
And half a people in'one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 
a off, and uſeleſs, in the hour of peace? 


Myron. 
Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt 
Methinks I labour, as I onward move, [Alu. 


As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. 

What can this mean? Wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [ Excunt. 
The back Scene draws, and ſhews a banquet. 

Enter ManDaNE, richly dreſſed. 
Max Dark. 
It was this day that gave me life; this 1 
Should give much more, ſhould give me Memnom too: 
But I am rival'd by his chains; they claſp 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace !); 
And but an earneſt of far worſe to come: 
While he, my ſoul, in dungeon darkneſc. clos d, 
Breathes damp unwholſome ſteams, and lives on poiſon, 
Jam compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, 
To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 
To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſe, 
When 'tis almoſt a crime that I till live: 
Theſe eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart; 
Theſe robes, O Memnoxn / are Mandane's chains, 


And load, and d bleeding heart. 
= and gall, an en eee 


Extor 


Enter Myron, Nicaxox, AULETs, Cc. They take 
| their places. 7 
N1canos. 


Sound louder, ſound, and waft my wiſh to heav'n. 


Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r ; 


For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter : 


Protect her, proſper her; and when I'm dead, 


Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs ! 


[The bowl goes round. Mf. 


Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of joy 


Till ſhe, the miſtreſs of the fealt, is with us. 


A ſervant brings Nicaxox a letter : He reads it. 
The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 


Myzon, 


Not leave us, general ? 
| - Nicanon, 


Ha! the king here writes me, 


The diſcontented populace, that held, 

O'er midnight bowls, their deſperate cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 

Ev'n now they deluge all yon weſtern vale, 
And form a war, impatient for the day: 


The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 


And the revolting ſoldiers ſtand in arms - 
Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. 
 Mrxzon. 


Enter MaxDaxt. 
diſorder. 

Maxbanz. [Afide.] _ 
| © Mtimnon ! how ſhall I become a banquet, 


Your call is great. 
Myron farts from bis * in 


2 


5 — 
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Suppreſs my ſorrows, and comply with joy ? 
devereſt fate! Am I deny'd to grieve ? 


Nicanos. 
Be comforted, my child: I'll ſoon return. 


Why doſt thou make me bluſh? I feel my teary 


Run trickling down my cheek. | 
Myron. [Afide to Auletes.] 
I muſt away: 


Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death, 
I can no more: I fink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly ſickneſs at my heart. 

N1canoR. 


Your cheek is pale: I dare not let you part: 
You are not ell 
Myron, 
A ſmall indiſpoſition: 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me—PFarewel, general; 
ae, Conqueſt attend your arms. 


| Nicaxox. 
You ſhall not — 


Your nrw roof; 'tis an unwholſome air, 
And my apartment wants 2 gueſt, 
| Myron, 


 Nicanor, 
If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake thee ; 
And add new terror to the front of war. 


Nicanos. 
Mean time, you are a guardian to my child: 


Let her not miſs a father in my abſence; 


'" WO She's all my ſoul holds dear. 
BoTH. are ] 
Farewel. Farewel. Ni- 


. 
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N ICANOR Waits on 7 Mrzon off the flage, aud returns 
Nicaxox. | 

My child, I feel a-tenderneſs at heart 

1 never felt before: Come near, Mandane: ; 

Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father 

Thy dying mother with her elay- cold hand 

Preſs'd mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye, 

Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir d 

I cannot love thee well enough; her grace 

Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 

Let me embrace you both—My heart o0'erflows— 

If I ſhould fall Thy mother's monument— 

But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſs—No more : 

Nay, do not weep; I ſhall return again, 

And with-my deareft child fit down in peace, 


And long enjoy her goodneſs. Ay « 
| MAN DANS. D 

If the ©: "ON 5. 

Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 4 
Nicaxox. 4 

Farewel, my only care; my ſoul is with thee; 11 
Regard your/elf, and you remember me. (Exit. v. 
Enter MænON and ALTES. 1 

0 Myron. Al 

No nn 6; my reſtleſs thought, 1. 
Like working billows in a troubled ſea, He 
Toſſes me to and fro; nor know I whither. r 


What am I, who, or where ?—Ha! where indeed! H. 
But let me pauſe, and aſk myfelf again, 


If 1 am well awako—Impetuous bliſs ! 


M 
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1. My heart leaps up; my mounting yon" blaze ; 


My Mn 21 
„ ere. 49 x 
My lord, you tremble, and yor eyes dry Mu} 
Strange tumultsin your broaft; - 244 tive dl Þ 
 - Myron, (1 "2 bak 
i 29: G4 What hour af pight? 
Avuures. © Dali Kid e? 
My lord, the night's far ſpent. . 
Mraox. 2 
80 The yites are batrid, 


And all the houſhold 3 is compoy'd- to reſt. 
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All: And the great Niraner's Oy apartivent,. b 
Proud to receive a royal-gueſt, expect you. 


Mynzon. * 7? 226 2156 
Perdition on thy ſoul for naming him! 


Nicandy ! O] never ſhall: ſleep more 

Defend me! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts! 
Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad h l 
And now they are come ORE wick ting, 
And pierce my bleeding heart ++ ow? | — 5 7 a 
beg the gods to diſappoint crime ; 

Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my defire; 

long, repent ; repent, and long again 3 SE 

And ev'ry moment differs from the 9 8 

| muſt no longer parley with deſtruction: 
Auletes, ſeize me ; force me to my chamber ; 
There chain me down, and guard me from y felt 
Hell riſes in each thought ; tis time to fly. [Excant, a 
Enter MANDANE and ae. | 


Ras ES. 


I hope your fears have giv v a falſe alarm, 
Vor. II. D Mer 


it. 


„ 
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| +44 + + . Manpaxe. 1 4 ay L II 

"AS heard my.frequent viſians of the ke] 5 

You know my father's abſence, Myron!s paſſion: 

Juſt now I met him; at my ſight he ſtarted; 
Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz'd with ſuch malignity of love, 

Sending his ſoul out to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 

| | Raitgsrs, © 
No more; my friends (which, as I have inform'd you 
IT The queen to gall the tyrant has ſet free) 

Are lodg'd within your call; th' appointed ſignal, 
11 danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue. | 


Mandan. 91 
Where are they ? n 
' | Rant - n 
In the hall dne chants T 
Menon alone is wanting; he's providing 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn: _ Wo 
The reſt in viſors, fearing to be known, But 
Have ventur'd thro' the ſtreets for your Me | 
\-: | MANDANE. 

Auſpicious turn! then I again am happy. ly 
RaMESES. Ani 


Auſpicious turn indeed! and what compleats 
The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 
This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king ; 
I took bim warm, while he, with lifted brow, 
Confeſs'd high thought, and triumph'd in his mien: 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
"Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. 
| 0 14 [Exit Mar 
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o, 'tis reſoly'd, if Myron dares attempt | 
do black a crime, it juſtifies the blow : :- 
e dies; and my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile. 
This way he bends his ſteps: I hate his ſight; 
and ſhall till death has made it lovely to me. 3 


Enter Mrron and EE 
| Myron. 

D how this alli like a whirlpool, drives me, 
ich giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 
know not where; and draws in all my ſoul! 
reaſon much ;/ but reaſon about her: 
nd where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her ; 
\nd arguments but tell me I am conquer'd.—— 
o black the night, as if no ſtar &'er ſhone | 
n all the wide expanſe ; the light'ning's flaſh 
But ſhews/the darkneſs ; and the burſting clouds 
ith peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: © 
Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan. -_ 
hat then am I? A monſter, yet more fell, 
han haunts the wilds ?—I am, and threaten more: 
ly breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within, —— 
I muſt—T will— This leads me to her chamber— - 
Did not the raven croak ? [Srarting, 
| AVLETSS. | its, 

I hear her not. 


KEY Mrazox. 
By heav'n, | nerkinles earth trembles under me. 


Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me 
9 finiſh me in ill; O take me whole; ' ©. - 
D z | . 


* 
» . 


you 


1 


17 


en: 


* 
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Or gods confirm me good, without alla, 
Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf; - ' o. 
Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide— ui 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care, Is 
Nor long ſince ſav'd my life—And doubt I ſtill N 
I'm guilty of the fact; here et me lie, | 
And rather groan. for ever in the duſt, 

And float the marble pavement with my tears, 


Than riſe into a monſter. [Flings bim/elf b 
| _ManDans, paſſing at a diſtance, /praks RY ft 
p Mamba. nc 


Well, obſerve me. 

Before the riſing ſun my lord arrives, "FI 

To ſeal our vows ; the holy prieſt is with him: 

Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, 

And privately conduct them to my chamber,” [Exit 
Myzon. [Starting ups] | 

O torment! racks! and flames! then ſhe expects him 

With open arms! Am I caſt out for ever; 

For ever muſt deſpair, unlefs I ſnatch 

The preſent moment? She is all prepar'd ; 

Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on fire! | 

That pow'rful thought ſweeps heav'n and hell before it, 

And lays all open to the prince of Zgypr; 

Born to enjoy whatever he defires, 

And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe, behind him. 

I ſee her midnight dreſs, ber flowing hair, 

Her ſlacken'd boſom, her relenting mien, | 

All the-forbidding forms of day flung of; f 


For yie!ding ſofineſs—O I'm all confuſion þ nat | 
| I ſhiver 


. 


. 


ſuilver in each joint! Ah! the was made = 
ro juſtify the blackeſt crimes, and gild | 
nee 


F  AvLeTES. ' ' 
00 force her then ? Fas to 
| ; , Myzon. 
k robs | Thou villain but to think it. J 


0; P11 ſolicit her with all my pow'r; _ "be PF 
'onqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle 3 in ** ght: 
f he coriſent, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, 
1-8 akes wings, and tow'rs above mortality; 
t. WF me reſiſt, I put an end to pain, 
nd lay my breathleſs body at her feet. 
Manbaxz, paſſing at a diſtance to her chamber, 
Myron meets ber, 
Manpans. 
; this well one, my lord? 
g Mrxzxon, | 
Condemn me not 
zeſore OY hear me: Let this poſture tell you, 
'm not fo guilty as perhaps your fears, oe” 
our commendable, modeſt fears, ſuſpect: | 
ay, do not go; you know not what you do; 
wou'd receive a fayour, not conſtrain it ; 
Return, or good Nicanor, beſt of fathers, 
Pall charge you with the murder of his friend, © 
Mx Dank. ji, 
nd dare you then pronounce that ſacred name, 
ind yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal foe, 
hat could your malice more? 
| Mrxzoxs. 


di. 


e it, 


ver | , . 
. D 3 I know | 


Vou can't condemn me more, than I myſelf; 
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I know my fault; I know your virtue too; 

Bot ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 

That I dare tempt e'en you: Methinks that guile 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r— 
But touch me with your hand, I die with blifs, 
Why ſwells your eye? By heav'n, I'd rather ſee 

All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 

I own I'm mad ; but I am mad of love : 


In that we are agreed; Agree in all. 2 ® 
Condemn, but pity me; reſent, but yield ; 
Fer, O, I burn, I rave, I die, with love! 


Mach | Dri 
ANDANE, 
O Sir! — 4 
| Myron. _. | ot 
Nay, PR not weep ſo; it will wo me: 01 
This moment, while I ſpeak, my eyes are darken'd; Df 
I cannot ſee thee ; and my trembling limbs _ 
Refuſe to bear their weight; all left of life = ak 
Is that I love: If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; ſince not, you muſt comply. 
How godlike to beſtow more heav'nly joys 
Than * can think, and I ſupport, and live! s tl 
Max DAR. | 
O, how can you abuſe your ſacred reaſon, 3 
That particle of heav'n, that ſoul of Joe, ety 
To varniſh o'er, and paint, ſo black a crime on 
7 —— N 
OT: Myxzon. | A 
What ſays Mandan ? 


a öS. 353g 
= 75% Sir, obſerve me Tru 
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y burſting ſighs, and ever-ftreaming tears, © © 
our noble nature has with pity ſeenz'o © 
at would they not work deeper in yoar fout; 
Vere you convinc'd my ſorrows flow for yon? 
or you, my lord, they flow; for I am ſafe 
know you are ſurpriz'd) : They flow for you; 
lyron, my father's friend, my prince, my gueſi— 
Hyron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
\nd need I further reaſon for theſe tears? 
lature affords no object of concern 
o great, as to behold a gen'rous mind 
Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on guilt— 
Tis baſe ; you ought not: Tis impracticable; 
ou cannot Make neceſſity your choice; 
or let one moment of defeated guilt, 
Df fraitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought, 
n toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 
Enter AULETES, and fer 
. | | AULETES, 
| y ey your life's beſet ; the room beneath 
5 throngd with ruffians, which but wait the 2221 
o ruſh and ſheath nn in your heart. 
Mraonx. 
getray'd! Curſt ſorcereſs z it was a plot, 
-oncerted by them all, to take my life, 
led th the ee 01 
She Ä diard 
Avazree. . 
No; fuſt enjoy, then murder her— 
* Truſt to my condud, and you ſtill are fate. 1 
D 4 They 


t 
Ir 
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They all are mat d: I have my vizor too; 
But time is ſhort 10 for once confide i in me. 


You, Sir, for ſafety, fly your gad, 


Ct o the prince, 
You bear Mandane t to her cloſet—You . 1 To Jer vans. 
Speed to the Southern gate, and burſt it open. 
[As the Jerwants ſeine Mandane, he . the final 
She is borne off: 
Enter Ra MESES @nd conſpirators, maſt” 4. 
c " om * SES, 

The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him! 
Diſperſe; fly ſeveral ways ; let each man bear T 
A ſteady point, well level d at his heart: 

If he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him; 


May he for ever triumph ! | 
[4s they paſt the Lat in confuſion, AvLETEs cer 
d among them, | 
7  AvtaTEs. 3 
Ha ! Why halt you 1 


Purſue, purſue; e'en now I patent 
The villain Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the Weſtern gate: 2 
There, there, it burſt. [4 noiſe without, 

1 Au. 

Away ; purſue. 
: AVSuFBS. [Without.] | 

"Tis done; 


Advance the maſſy bar; and all is ſafe: 


Stand here, and with your lives defend the paſs, _ 
Emer Myron, 


Mryxon, 


I ſhall at 1 have time for vengeance on her. 7 * 


lern 
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And then I care not if I die. Barbarians! 
Their ſwords are pointed at my life! Tis well! 
But I will give them an excuſe for murders _ | 3 
Such, ſuch a cauſe Off love, and ſoft compaſſion; 
Harden each finew of my heart to ficel : | | 
I'll do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe 
Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 
Enter Mandan, forc'd in by AULBTES.. 
©  ManvDans. 
By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falſhood, 
I'm innocent froms! any thoughts of blood. 
- Myron. 
Why then your Warn in arms? 'Tis falſe. 
}-- ManpDans. 

Ah! let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter! 
My ſafety from all ill! my great defender 
Or did my father but inſult my tears, 
And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong; 
Kill me, but not your friend, but net my father; 
He loves us both, and my fevere diſtreſs 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt. 

| [Myron walks faffionately at a diftance. 

Mon. 

Slaves, are you ſworn againſt me? Stop 1 voice, 
And bear her to my chamber. 

| Max Daxz. 


O Sir! O Myron! 

Behold my tears— Here will I fix for ever 

PI claſp your feet and grow into the earth 

O cut me, hew me—give to ev'ty limb 
D 5 A ſeparate 
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A ſeparate death - but ſpare my ſpotleſs virtue 
But ſpare my fame Vou wound to diſtant ages 
And thro” all time my memory will bleed. 
Myron, [A. ex vant, force in Mandane.] 
Diſtraction! All the pains of hell are on me! 
. . Manpant. ' [She is borne off. ] | 
O Memon ! O my lord !—my life | where art thou? 
[Myron expreſſes. ſudden paſſion and furprize : Stands 
awhile fixed in aftonifſoment ; then ſpeaks. 
© 7 /Myxron. 
As ary ene wa rh 1:94 
My paſſions up to this unheard-of crime, 
As if the gods deſign'd it—be it then 
Their fault, not mine—Memnon / Said ſhe not Memnon 
My heart began to ſtagger; but 'tis over— | 
Heav'n blaſt me, if I thought it poſſible 
I could be ftill more curſt—That bated dog, 
Her lord, her life I thank her for my cure 
Of all remorſe and pity ; this has left me | 
Without a. check, and thrown the looſen'd reine 
On my wild paſſion to run headlong on, 
And in her ruin, quench a double fire; 
The blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Deſtruction full of tranſport Lo, I come, 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom: 
I know the danger, and I know the ſhame; 
But, like our Phoenix, in ſo rich a flame 
I plunge triumphant my devoted head, 
And doat en death in that luxurious bed. 


9 


W , , , T2 #mvS 
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TELENENELERETENETATE 


* Ts 


ACT . SCENE "gs 


ö Enter Mynon is the utmoſt difeorder, bare-headed, euitbour 
9 light, &c. Walks difturbedly before he ſpeaks. 


Mrzon. 
Enceforth let no man truſt the firſt falſe ſtep | 


Of guilt ; it.hangs upon a precipice, . + | 
Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 
How far am I plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which I this evening fram'd i But be it ſo: 
Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name! | | 
Dare not, my ſoul, repent; in thee repentance _ 
Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſphem'f juſt heav'n, 

By hoping mercy. Ah! my pain will ceaſe - 

When gods want pow'r to puniſh—Ha! the dawn 

Riſe never more, O ſun ! let night prevail; 

Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 


And hide me from Nicazer and myſelf! 
Who's there ? Ester Auletes. 
AULSTES. ; | 
My lord? + 
My xzon. | 
Auletes? 
AuLSTES. 
Guard your Ie, 


The houſe is rouz d; the ſervants all alarm'd ; 
The gilded tapers dart from room to rom: 
D 6 


Solemn 
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Solemn confufion, and a trembling haſte, . A 
Mixt with pale horror, glares on ev'ry face ; (6 
The firengthen'd foe has ruſh'd upon your guard, s 
And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate; 8 
Implacable Ramęſes leads them on, A 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 

Myron, 0 


Why, let them come ; let in the raging torrent : 
I wiſh the world would riſe in arms againſt me ; 
For I muſt die; and I would die in ſtate. 
| The doors are burft open. Servants paſs the tage in tumult ; 
Raus Es, Wc. purſueMyron's guards over the ftage; 
then RAMESES and SYPHOCES enter, _— 


RamMEsES. 
Where is the prince ? 
2 or raven. 
The mouſter a8 00 bay: 
We can no more than ht hm from eſcape, | 
Till farther ſorce arrive. 
RAuRs 6. 
O my 9 less / | Y 
' Sypnocss, B. 
This is a grief; but vot for words A 
Does ſhe ſtill live ? 
RaMusEs. Ry: A 


She lives! but O how bleG'd MW I 
Are they which are no more! By ſtealth I ſaw her; B 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe lies; 
Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſnade her round; 
I hro* which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 1 
Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief A 
For words or tears! but ever and anon, 


And ſends her maids in agonies away. 
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After a dreadful, fill; infidious calm, 
Collecting all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs d, 


She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, 
So ſad, it breaks the heart of all'that hear, - 


"= 


 $ypu6css, 


O tale, too mourafot to be thought on! - 


RaMEsEs. 
1 


ee ee forbear, Syphoces ; 
Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge; 
Diſpatch your letters; I'll go comfort her. 

A ſervant ſpeaks afide to Rameſes. Exit Syphoces, 
And has ſhe then commanded none approach her! 
I'm ſorry for it ; but I cannot blame her. 

Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 

All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe : 

It ſhuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 
Fe ener SYPHOCES. 


Srrnocks. 

Your father is return'd; redundant Mile, 
Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs, 
And ſends him back to wait the waters fall. 

"Iz  RamMEsEs. 
And is he then retarn'd—-I tremble for him. 
I ſee his white head rolling in the duſt : | 
But haſte ; it is our duty to receive him. (Exit. 

5 | Enter Mynon. 


MrYzon. , 
I feel a pain of which I am not worthy ; 
A pain, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man 


: Alone 
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Alone deſerves.—ls it not wondrous ſtrange, 

That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 

Should have ſurviving aught of man about me? 

And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 

And friendſhip ſtill the ſtubborn ſparks ſarvive; 

And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my ſoul. 

Confuſion ! he's return'd —— _ [ Starting. 
Enter Nicaxos. 


\ Nicanor. [Advancing to embrace Myron.] 
My prince 57 
Mirren. [Turning afide and hiding his face.] 
| | | | My friend p, 
Nicanxos. : 
I interrupt you, Sir y 
| Mynon. [Smiting His breaf. ] A 
I had thee there: 
Before thou eam' , my thoughts were bent 2 thee, 
Nicanor. Y 
O Sir, you are too kind! V 
| Myzon. [fa...] F 
Death! tortures ! hell! 1 
Nicaxonx. N 
ww fays my prince ? 
Myron. | | I 
A ſudden pain, C 
To which I'm ſubject, truck acroſs my heart: | 
'Tis paſt; I'm well again. Y 
N1canos. 2 
Heav'n guard your health I 
Myxon. 
Doſt thou then with it? 
| Nicaxon. V 
Am I then diſtruſted ? . 


Then, 
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Then, when I ſav'd your life, I did the leaſt | 
I e'er wou'd do to ſerve you. 

: Mrxzon.. 


' Ntcanor. 
What have I done, my prince ? which way offended ? 
Has not my life, my ſoul, been vou? 
nen. 4 
Oh oh! 


Nicaxox. (Takes him by the band.] 
By heav'n, Tm wrong 'd! ſpeak, and I'll clear myſelf. 
| Mrs - 
00 I'm poiſon and deſtruRtion ; curſe thy gods; 
ru kill thee in compaſſion. ——O my brain! 
Away, away, away! | Shoves him from him, going, 
N1canor. 
ee. | Do, kill me, prince 
You ſhall not go; I do demand the cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy hand againſ thy father ! 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myſelf the juſtice, 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 
My «on. 
I hear them ; they are on me—Looſe thy hold, 
Or J will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. 
NicAxoR. 
e s. needleſs | O ungrateful boy ! 
Mraz. [Embrace] 
Forgive me, Father! O my ſoul bleeds for thee ! 

[ 4s heis going out, Auletes meets him, and ſpeaks 10 
Bim afide. 
What, no eſcape ? on ev'ry fide inclos'd ? 
Then [ reſolve to periſh by his hand ; 


» 
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Tis juſt I ſhou'd; and meaner death I ſcorn- 

But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 

His paſſion up ſo high, will be a tak 

To me ſevere ; as difficult as ſtrange. 

Support me, cruel heart ; it muſt be done. Aa 
Nicaxon. "Pp 

Now, from my very ſoul, I cannot — 4 

But is enchantment all; for things ſo ſtrange 

Have happen'd, I might well diſtral my ſenſes 

But, if mine eyes are true, Eplainly read | 

A heart in anguiſh ; and, I muſt ids, 

Your grief is juſt—It was inhuman in you - 

But tell the cauſe; unravel, from the bottom, 

The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves 

(For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you repent) : 

What accident depriv'd me of my Gong, | 


— loſt ew to yourſelf ? 
Myron. 


| A is 
Nicaxox. | 


Al 


Fe 


Y 


Beneath my roof ? 
Myron. | 

Beneath thy very helmet: 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf, * 


NicANo R. 

Diftraionl 
Traitor WAR FE fanding by your father's throne; * 
And ſtemming the wild ſtream, that roars W it, 
Of rebel ſubjects, and of foreign foes? 
For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy ſoul 


1 


The 
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e noble ardors of a future god? 
Gy I dare not truſt my temper more. 
Mon. 
3 venerable, traitor ! 
Euter Russ. 
RAMEs 28s. 
| | Hal 4 
urn, turn, aan nd repreſs thy taunt z 
All provocation's needleſa, but thy ſigt. 
[He aſſaults the prince: Nicanor hinder: bims. 
| Nicanos. | 
+ Forbear, my ſon, 5 
R'AMESES. | 
Forbear ? 
Nicaxox. 
111 am calm, 


— 


Your rage ſhould ceaſe. In | 
'  Rannens. Ya, 
No; tis my own revenge; | 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your ſon, * 1 
Nicaxox. i 
Thy fword againſt thy prince ? 

| RAMESES. 5 
| A villain! 852 
Nic Axon. oy I 


Hold! " 


RAUuEsESs. 
The worſt of villains ! 
| Nicanor 
Tis too much. ' 


| aten DN a 
l O father 
: Ni 
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3 eunos. 
What world'ft ou ry 97 
 Rawin32s. 
Sir, your daughter 
NicAN On. 
Rightly chooght | 
She beſt can comfort me in all my ſorrow : 
Call, call Mandant: To behold my child 
Wou'd cheer me in the agonies of death : 
Call her, Ramęſi.— Am I diſobey'd ? 
__ © RAMESES, 
O Sir 
Nicaxox. 
What mean thoſe tranſports of concern ? 
7 RauEses. 
Though Pm an outcaſt from your love, [weep 
To open your black ſcene of miſery. 
Nicaxox. 
Where will this end O my foreboding heart 4 
RAuEs Es. 
Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
You gave, with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night, 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, ſhrieking, to the gods and you 
O hold my brain - Look there, and think the reſt. 


The 


Is 


— wi 


— 


i „ ©& by 


t ; 


The back ſceue opens. A darken'd chamber, a bed, and the. 
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curtains drawn, I amen paſe out, weeping, &c, Ni- 
CANOR falls back on, RAMESES. | * 
Nic anon. . 
Is't poſſible my child! my only daughter | 
The growth of my own life! that ſwecten'd age Fo 1, - 
And pain !—O nature bleeds within me. | 
MANDANE. 
Weep not, my virgins z ceaſe your uſcleſs tears; 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, - ; 
And but provokes the ſorrow it would caſe, 
Nicaxonx. : 


Aſſiſt me forwards, 
\ 7 Man DAN k. 


| Moſt unwelcome news ! 

[5 he return'd ? The gods ſupport my father. 
[now begin de heilov'd nn Jels. oy 

N Nica xx. 
There, there, he pierc'd the very tend'reſt nerve: 
She pities me, dear babe; ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul, 
She feels my pain ! But hold, my heart, to thank her; 
Then burſt at once, and let the-pangs of death 


Put Myron from my 5 l [ Goes to her. | 
* \ Manpaxe. . 0 
Severeſt fate 
Has done its woild—T'e drawn my fert cn. 
| Nrcanor, * | 


Forbear to call me by that tender names 
Since I can't help thee, I wou'd fain forget 
Thou art a part of me- It ouly ſharpens + 
een 
O's 


enen 
O ſpare me, my Mandane To behold thee 
In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And I ſha.l die, and leave thee, upreveng'd.. = 
" ManDans. 
O Sir ! there are  nitsfortunes moſt ſevere, , 
Which yet can bear the light, and, well ſuſtain'd, | 


- - Adorn the ſufferer.— But this affliction 


Has made deſpaira virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 
As height of happineſs. | [Scene Pots on them. 
Tn Sypnocts, 
' RanEsEs, | 
O my Hy boces ! 
SyPHOCES. 


And does this move you ? does this melt you down, © 


And pour you out in ſorrow ?'Then fly far, 


Ere Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing chin, 


And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate: Tow ulnar gt 
_ ' Raursrs: 
The eee begins. 
Tuer Mzuxon. 


. - "- 5 0 
Mau non \:: . | 


\ 


0 hos me weave to yield to nature, 
And indulge my o/ | 
My friend | my brother ! O the ecſtaſy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart ! 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight _. 


Of boundleſs tranſport on chi happy hour. 
Where. is my ſoul, my bliſs; my lovely brid e! 


„ 
* 


my mw — „„ © — + — 


King of Ever. | bg 


Call call her forth; O haſte ; the prieſt expects us, | 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to ore. 


 Ramts88, [To Syphoces.] 
Speak to him :—Pr'ythee ſpeak, ._ 
+ SYPHOCBS, | 
By heav' n 1 cannot. 
Mon. Ke 


What can ** . 
| [PR 
Syphoces. (ein 
| .  SyYPHOCES. 
ITE ' Nay; Ramęſct. 
Mruxox. | 
By all the gods, they ſtruggle with their ſorrows, 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me : 


By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you, ſpeak, 
[ They look on him awith the utmoſt concern, and 20 ous 
on different ſides of the flage. | 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe 
What woe is this too big to be expreſs'd ? 
O my ſad heart! Why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely ? - 
Mandane's life's in danger ! There indeed ; 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill ; her beauties arm thee 3 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought : 
But for my love, how I could langh at fate! 
Enter a ſervant, and gi vet bim a paper. He reads; 
Enter Ra uE, MruNnON /woons, axes pads 
Raungse? % 


* 


RAU Rss. Ls 
'Twere happy if his ſoul wow'd ne er return: The 


. Þ 
0 
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The gods may ftill be merciful in this. 
His lips begin to riſe. —How fares my friend? 
' Menon, | 
Did ping feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 
Enter Sy ynoces, 
Syros. * 
Fainting beneath th* oppreſſion of her grief, 
This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air: 
Let us withdraw ; 'twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by 1 
Mx Ox. 1 
By my own heart, 1 
I judge, * am convinc'd.—l dare not ſee her: 
The ſight would ſtrike me dead. 
{4s Memnon #s going, Mandane meets him : : Bath flen 
back : She fhricks, Memnon recovers him/el If, and 
falls at her knees, embracing them: She trigs to di 
engage: He not permitting, be raiſes him : He take 
ber paſſionately in his arms : They continue ſpeech 
and —— for fome time. 
| RaMESES. 
Was ever mournful interview like this? | 
See how they writhe with anguiſh ! hear them -groan! 
See the large filent dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping: marble; paſſion choaks 
Their words, and they're the flatues of deſpair ! 
Mrunos. ä | 


O my e ! | 
oy this foe violently breaks from him, and exit 
| But one moment more. 
As Memnon 7 is following, 1 4795 bold bin W 


; RamESES. . Ta 
"Brother— 
Mau 
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.-  Mzunon. 
Forgive MC, 
| MANRMBS..-. .. .....' _ 737 
_ You're to blame. — 
Mzunon. [Pointing after ber.] 
| Look there,” 
My heart is burſting. 
© Ramps. 
With Revenge? 
Muro. 0 
And Love. 
| RanEss., bh 
Revenge ! 
 Mennov. | 
One dear embrace; *twill edge my fword.” 
' Syynocrs. 
No, Memnon; if our ſwords now want an edge, 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee, 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty! ! 
This is the criſis of our fates; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover-o'er us; 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And out of ills extract our happineſs. 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
May have their wholſome uſe: This ſad occaſion, E 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicazor to our ſinking faction, 
And {till the tyrant Makes. | | . 
RauU E828. 
* My father comes 3 
Or ſnatck this moment, or deſpair for ever: : 2 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated flee!, | = 
Takes each impreſſon, and is work's at pleaſ . 
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- Enter Nicaxox. 
.  Nreawor. ' ' 
Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt hours 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me ? 
This wou'd beat dbwn the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and life worn down ſo low. 
Vain man ! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil: 
The happieſt man js but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſons z = 0 
What then am I? Here will I fit me down, - 
Brood o'er my cares, and hint myſelf to death, 
Draw near, Rameſes ; Iwas raſh erewhile, 
+ And chid thee without cauſe—How many pow 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? ? 


- RAMESES. | 
Full . years 


Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, In 
And ſeen your faulchion dy'd in hoſtile blood. 


2 —y 32 2 


Nrea uo ,, r 

How many triumphs fince the king has regn'd? Pe 

| RAMUxszks. W 
They number juſt your battles, one for one. 

| _Nicanos.. 229 H. 

True; I have follow d the rough trade of war by 


With ſome ſucceſs, and can without a bluſh, 
| Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 
T have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil 
Bleſt objects of ambition. I remember | 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 


Whe 


. 


But in himſelſ 
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When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I diſdain'd the groan, 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Bufiris' ſake. . 


RamMEszs. A ts - 
The king is not to blame. 1 425 
Nicaxon. | 


Is not the prince his for ? 


 RamMezsEs. 


Nrcanor, {Riffng in paſſion. 

And has he loſt his guilt, 

"Cauſe he has injur'd me? Erewhile thy blood - 

Was kindled at his name. Didſt thou not tell me - 

A ſhameful black deſign on poor Amelia ? 

O Memnen What a glorious race is this, 

To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 

i blefiings on n)! 


Mzunon. 
He that feppors them 
In ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. | 


| N1canos. - 
Point out the man, and, with theſe wither'd hands, 
I'd fly upon his throat, —— EN oy 
Within the cirele of -Bafiris? arms, | 

| Rann525. Py 
He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt z _ 


And you are He. or 4 
Nicanok, et 

n Srewvens. | | 
The army's yourrt 


I've founded every chief 3 unde your finger, 
Vor. U. E _.' Thouſands 


74 Dr 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deſtruction: 
But ſweep his minions, cut a pander's throat, 
Or * a ſycophant, the work is done. 
Nicanor. [ Starting. ] 
| What would you have me do ? 
MegmMnon. 


tg 


Let nat your | 

Fly off from your own thought; be truly Prove rhe 
Reſent your country's ſufferings as your own : 
A generous ſoul is not confin'd.at home, 
But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for every member of the land. 
What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 
But one long tract of blood ! or, what is worſe, 
- Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans ; 
And ſree-born men oppreſs'd! Shall half mankind 
Be-doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth ? 
Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ'd 
To rear them up to bondage, give them ſtrength 
To bear afflitions, and ſupport their chains ? 

Srruocke. [Kneling.] 
To you the valiant youth moſt humbly bend, 
And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve, 
And graceful port defign'd to bleſs the world, 
And take your great example in the field, 
May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place, 
To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 
To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an 269 he diſtance from the foe. 

Raus EG. [Kneeling.] 


To you Amelia lifts her hands for ſafety. - 
Maunon, 
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1 Memnon. [Burſting into tears.] 
To you—To o- 
Ntcanos, 


By heav'n he cannot ſpeak.—l underſtand thee: 

Riſe—Riſe—my ſon : Riſe all; your work is done; 

They periſh all; theſe creatures of my ſword. - 
Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 

With flying jav'lins, which ſhut out the day, 

And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 

To {lay, and bury, proud Bufiris' foe ? 

He lives and reigns ; for I have been his friend: 

But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground 


Where his proud palace ſtands. [Exi. 
| MzgMxON, | 
O my Mandane ! 
33 The gods by dreadful means beſtow ſucceſs, 
4 And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs : 


From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow : 

So the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour. 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
Where ſilent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits alone, 5 
And all the diſtant ruin is her own, 


£8 


5 ²dv vp sI A1 8. 


— 


& @a of 


ebb deb bb Sto 222222277 ###: 


OTH SCENES. 
SCENE, Tb Fidd. 

Enter Bus 1 15 and Avrzrzs. Ar alarum at a diffane 

Bvus181s. 


Elcome the voice df war! Tho loud the ſound 


It faintly ſpeaks the language of my heart; 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, ule, 


What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe is 
For chooſing ruin ? 
Avuxkrrs. 
—_— Various their complaints : : W 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand At 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant toil | 
(Toils fitter far for beafts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, Yi 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 
 Bvus1nis, T 
Do they not "build for me; Let that reward them. 
Yes, I will build more wotders to be gaz'd at, | 
And temper all my cement with their blood. * 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, Be 
Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, S 
And making him their ſervant ? Who puſh'd of g 


Wich mountain dams the broad redundant Mie, 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 
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Vho from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
But virtues are forgot Away - To arms 
call to mind my glorious anceſtry, 
hich, for ten thouſand rolling ee 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 
ad ends among the gods. [&, eren 
Tater Mzuxox. 


AULBTES, 
The rebel braves us. 


vs ixts. 
Hold, let our weapons thirſt one moment longer; 
And death ſtand ſtill 'till he receives my nod. 
Whom meet I in che midft of my own realm, 
With bold defiance on his brow ?. 

Mzxxon, 


The fare, 
Whom dread Buferis lately laid in chains; 


An emblem of his country. | 
Bus8inzs *' 
e 12 Is it thut 
You thank my royal bounty ? 
| Mzunon. 
Thus you thank'd 
The good Arraxes z. thus —— . 
By | 
What 1 have done, co pF TIE PH 
For I have done it; and, the gods alone A 
Shall aſk me Why: Thou ken une hey fell, 
And, if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
Are due from Thee, whom e'en injuſtice ſpar'ds 
Manon. | 
Thy kindneſſes are/wrongs ; 8 


My injur'd ſoul, * ſrom revenge. 
53 — 
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 Bvsrnis. 

Turn back 4 eye; behold thy troops are thin, 

Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the field, 

And yet thou carrieſt millions on thy tongue. 
Meuxox. | 

All thy blood-thirſty ſword has laid in duſt 

Are on my fide; they come in bloody ſwarms, 

And throng my banners: Thy unequall'd crimes 

Have made thee weak, and rob my victory 

| ' Bus81n1s. 


8 Ha! 

Mzmnon. | 
Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant ; I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as many dzmons at the ſound. 


| Bus nis. 

I wear a diadem, 4 

" Mreunon. * 

And Iafword, © 7 


Bvs1nrs. 
Vet, yet ſubmit, I give thee life, 


Meunon. 


Secure your own : 

No _ TITEL ; bid the ſun farewel. 
Busrr18.' 

Bufori and the ſun ſhonld ſet together: 

If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 

Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid ; 

1 bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 

And thou the firſt Slave! in the front of battle; 

There thou ſbalt find me. 


Mzunon. | 
Thou ſhalt find me there, 


And have well paid that A I owe. {Extunt.. 


con- 


"pe 
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A continued alarum. 


Enter Myon and NicaxoR, meeting... a4 

Nicaxox. | 
does not mine eye ſtrike terror through thy ſoul, 
\nd ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm ? 
aſe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 
rom my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime, 

Mrxron, 
DId man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own \ cauſe, 
then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 
\nd tremble at grey hairs; but ſince thy frenzy 
as lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt 
\ gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
\ccurſt rebellion l this gives back my heart, 
ith all its rage, and I'm a man again, 
N1CAaNoR, 
Come on, and uſe that force of arms 1 taught 2 * 
Tul now reſume the life I gave ſo late. 
Myron. 
I grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 
And doſt defraud my vengeance—At my touch, 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten: 
[ Preparing to fight, Myron Hopi. ſbort. 

Ah, no, I cannot fight with thee ; begone, | 
And ſhake elſewhere ; thou canſt not want a death 
In ſuch a field, though I refuſe it to thee:  - 


Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain'd by thouſands ; but to fly from thee, 
From thee, moſt injur'd man, ſhall be my ait. 
And riſe above the conqueſt of my foes, _ 
E 4 as 
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| Nicanos. 
"Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purſue thee ! 
[He retires before Nicanor off the fage. 4 loud alarun. 


Enter Bus1n1s and AULETES, is purſuit. 


Bvusrars. 
Tis well; I like this madneſs of the field : 


Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death, 

Inform the world, Juris is in arms: 

But then I gradge the glory of my ſword 

To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 

They cheat mp amn and ſurvive in fame. 
Avr rss. 

dec! in the paths of death, 

And could not but from far behold your plume 

| O'erſhadow flaughter'd heaps, while your bright heim 


4 


Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, iy 
The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz'd.” f 

ꝙ«„/% Beere. f 3 b& 
Think not a crown alone lights up my nam? ; 


My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, IA. 
rat whilſt Bu/iris treads the ſanguine field. 1 
The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhould conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade, 
Ol chis high · brandiſn'd arm. Did'ſt thou Cer fear? 
Sure 'tis an art; I know not how to fear; | 
Tis one of the ſew things beyond my power 
And if death muſt be fear'd before tis felt, 
Thy maſter is immortal, O Aulttes'—— 
But while 1 ſpeak, they lire! | 
Where fall the ſounding cutaracts of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the . 
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Like them, Pll ruſh ; like them my fury pour ʒ 
And zins de future world one wonder more. 
[Exevnt.,. 
Eiter My non, engaged with a party: His plum is ſmit- 
ten off: He drives the fie, and returns. | 
Myxzon- 
When Jeath's ſo near, but dares-not venture on us,. 
Tis heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, 
Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews ; == 
Faint as Iam, and almoſt fick of blood, 
There is one cordial would revive me ſtill ; 
The ſight of Manus; place that fend before me.—. 
[Exit; 


Wh MreMnon.- 
Mrzmnon.. 


Where, * the prince? O give him to my ſword !' 


His tall white plume, which, like a high-wrought ſoam, 
Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, 

Shew'd where he ſwept the field ; I follow'd ſwift, 
But my approach has turn'd him.i .. 


[Enter Mraox. 
The fight but now. begits y 


Mrzon, 
Why, who art thou? 
Mznnon.. 


: [Diſtainfuly. * 

e N 

Mzunon.. 
No-I'm Mandant 

Mraon, 

; Ha! 


Ey |  Minxon, 
| : 


Prince, I ==, 
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Mzuxox. [Striking his own head and bit 


She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her wrongs and virtues! 


Virtues and wrongs ! Thou worſe than murderes! 
Myron, 
I charge thee name her not ; forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. 
Mu vor. 
Mandane ! 
Mrzon. 
| Be it ſo. 
When I reflect on ke mean Love for thee, 
And plot againſt my life, my pain is leſs. 
| Mzmnon. 
Tis falſe ; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; Rame/es, 
He, only he, was conſcious of the thought. 
Myron. 
Then Pm a wretch indeed ! 
Memnon. 


As ſach I'll uſe thee: 


Inn cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth ; 

Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myron. 

I thank thee, for this ſpirit which exalts the: 

Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet:: 

Now, from my ſoul, it joys me thou art found; 

And found alive: By heav'n, ſo much I hate thee, 


I fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt eſcap'd me: 


I'll drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 
Villain * 
Me uxor. 
| Myron ! | 


My 208. 
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Mr aon. 
Rebel? 
Mzuxox. * 
ren! [They fight. 
Myron, 1 | 
Hell! 
Mzmnox. ed 
Mandane ! | 1 
Myron, [Fall. _ 
Juſt the blow, and juſter ſtill, 
Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 
I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſou} an earneſt \ 
Of vaſt unfathomable woes to come; 5 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love: 
T leave the world my miſery's example; 
If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. { Dies. 


+ Enter SYPROCES. | 


. SYproces. Ot 
My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news: 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd, 
Thoughtleſs of any ſufferings but the paſt, 
A party of the foe ſaw, ſeiz d, and bore her off. 
Mz MxON. © 
Vengeance and conqueſt now are trivial things; 
Love made their prize. Tis impious in my foul | 
To entertain a thought but of her reſcue :, 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeſt war, 
As ſome bold diver, from a precipice 


Into mid ocean, to regain a gem | 
| E 6 Whoſe 
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Whoſe loſs impoveriſh*d kings; to bring it back, 
Or ſee the day no more. [. 
Enter Max DARR, priſoner. 
'ManDans, 


A gen'rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak 
A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore : 


— 


Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 


Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 
Enter Mu NON. 
M uxvon. 

Ah villains! curſed Atheiſts ! Can you bear 
That poſture from that form ? What, what are numbers, 
When I behold thoſe eyes l Not mine the glory, 
That ſingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes, 
Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my foull  _ 

[They force ber off. He ruſbes in upon them, and is talen. 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe © 
Their lives but once—But, oh ! a thouſand times 
Be torn from what they love. f 


Lutter Ramps. 


| . Ramwrses, - 
Far have I waded in the bloody field, 


Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of was, 
And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death ; 3 
But thus to find thee '—Better find thee dead l. 
"Theſe ſlaves will uſe thee ill. 

Mrunon, 


; Of that no more! 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 
RauzsE=. 
if 7. lan des: 
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l my few ſpirits leſt exuld with joy; . 
| chaſe and feowgs himehonagh the eee 


Max wor, 
Alas, thou bleed'& ! 


Rauzsss. 
\ Curſe on the tyrant's ſword; 
I bleed to death: But could not leave the world 
Without a laſt embrace. Juſt now I met 98 
e MM 
Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid the Þ 
RANG. 
Nothing of comfort; ceaſe to aſk me farther: 
If you meet more, your meeting will bo ſad... 
Your arm! I faint— Ah! what is human life # | 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade, 
Day after day ſlides from us unperceiy'd! 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by ſtealth ; 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen ; 
Yet ſoon the heor is up—and we ure gone. | 
Farewel': I pity thee. t [Dizs. 
Mzwnon, | 
 Parewel, brave friend ! 
Would I could bear thee company to reſt ; 
But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the gates of peace againſt my wiſhes,— 
Do I not hear a peal of diftant thunder? 
And fee, a ſudden darkneſs ſbuts the day, 
And quite blots out the ſun— But what to me 
The colour of the ſky ? A death-cold dew 
Hangs on my brow, and all my ſlacken'd joints 
Are ſhook without e From whence! 
Again! 


How ſhall we uſe it? 
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Again l. And no one near me? Vain delufion !— 
I fear not vain! I fear ſome ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. —Mangdane ? 
T hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 
Of this ill news ; but ſuch my wayward fate, 
I cannot aſk a curſe, but tis deny'd me: 
And could I wiſh I ne'er could ſee her more ? 
Enter MAxDANE, guarded. 
| ManDanE, 
This is my brother: A ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. I, 
Guan. | 
Let it be ſhort ; we may not wait your leiſure. 
MzmMnon, 
"Tis wond'rous ſtrange z there's ſomething holds me from 
And keeps this foet faſt rooted to the ground, [her, 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray. [ Kneeling 
To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 


And I will bleſs your mercies while 1 ſuffer !_ 
(Memnon and Mandane advance ſlowly to the fropt of 
the flage. 
| ManDaxs, 
What didſt thou pray for? 
Memon. 
For thy peace. k 
Manpaxx. | 


| "Twas kind, 
But oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, | 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to heav'\n— 


| Mzemnon. 
I fear ſo too: What we have yet to do 


Muſt be ſoon done: This meeting is our laſt. 
Max» 
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Mandant. ES 
How? Conſult thy chains, 


And my calamities. 
Mun. 
2 Sad counſellors, ' 
And cruel their Aries there no other? 
Manpant, : 
I look around—and find no glimpſe of hope; 
A perfect night of horror and deſpair. 
', Mzmnon, 
Of horror and deſpait indeed, Mandae : 
Canſt thou believe me? Nay can I believe 
Myſelf? The laſt thing that I wiſh'd for was Tis falſe | 
The weight of my misfortunes hurts my mind. 
MANDANE, 


( Was what ? 
rag. Mremnon, 


0, I dare not thiak; to think is to look down 
A precipice ten thouſand fathom deep, 
7 WM That turns my brain !-Oh! Oh! 


ManDanEt, 
| - Memnon, no more: 


That flenee; and thoſe tears; need noexplaining ; 
And it is kind, with ſach ſevere reluctance, 
To think upon my death—though neceflary. 
Mzuvon. 

Ah bold! You plant a thouſand dagger here: 
Talk not of dying—I diſown the thought; 
Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon ; 

All is diſtraQtion,” when I look on thee. 

O all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 
Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandaxe lire. 
| | Max- 


— 


ff 
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Max Dax. 

No; death long ſince was, my confirm'd reſolyey 

1 1 Mau no. 
is 
Gul Mapa. 
What joy a heart like mine 

Can ſeel, it feel Had he been never born. 

I might have liv'd—"tis now—impoſfible, 
f Mau non. 
This even to my miſeries I owe, 


That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill; 
In her my ſoul adores——O my Mandazxe © 


O glorious maid.! then thou wilt be at peace _ 


[Memnon walks thoughtfully ; then returns. 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs + 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may. groan on earth to ſate their malice,. 
Then through flow torments linger into deaths, 
No ſteel to ſtab, .no wall to daſh my brain l 


Mandan. ; 


Ha! 
Ms MNON. 
Why thus fix'd in thought ? What mighty birth 


Ts lab'ring in your ſoul ? Your eyes ſpeak ne. | 


Mannen z. 


Will not — be content with lie. 


_ Munnon. 
Alas, Madaus“ No; they. ſtudy nature. 
To find out all her ſecret ſeats ora | 
And carry killing to a.dreadful art: 
A ſimple death in Egypt is for fiend. 
Manar. 


O then it muſt be io l—and yet — 


My Me 
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- Mzunon- e785: | I 
— eteF nor ana; 


Mandant. 7 in ber befor he e 
| Heavꝰ'n aſſiſt me! 


. TRY 
; love! Mandane ! hear me, my eſpous's| 
deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! | 
Vhom I would foſter with my vital blood. 
Manpants. [Shews « dagger.) | 
is well; and in return, I give thee—Thin 
Mau on. F 
illions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. | 1 
Mannavws. "LI 
rerrible kindneſs l Horrid mercy | | 3 
cannot give it thee, 624 
 Mnnanon., 
| Full well L know- 
y tender ſoul, and I muſt force it from thee. Silt 
[ 4 beis , with ee the daggers fie /jeakre 
 Manpanmss | * 
My lord! n myſelf! you: tear my ts 
Art thou not dearer . to my eyes than light? 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins ;. 
Mingle with. life, and form my: very; ſoul b. 
ow, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids ' 
A long farewel : My: guard may interpoſe, 
And make your favour vain Thus, only thus. [ Em- 
And now Going te H bνν⅜A: [ea 
Mandan. [i bit ar. A 
Ah no! Sinee laſt I faw-theey thrice I raid 
My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall - 


If 


| It cannot be avoided. 


Lift up my hand labs rhiv'es a Go 
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If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. 
As I a poniard, you ſupply an arm, 
And I ſhall till be happy in your love. 
[ After a pauſe of aſtoniſhment, be ſinks gently on the earth, 
 MxgwMnon. 
From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd, 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper till : 
I can't complain in common with mankind ———— 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone: 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, bat be curs'd 
To prinkle my own hands with thy life blood ? 
Max Z. 


— 


I who ſhould ſave thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thes well, 
Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles ? Al 
O, my Mandane/ think how I have lov'd ! 

O, my Mandane! think upon thy pow'r ! 


How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, B 
And ART at a ſmile ? And ſhall n „ Ir 
Manxpant. | 
Myron — T 
=” that Mxunon farts up ſuddenly, 
MzmMnon. | 
Ah hold 5 Reg thee hold ! One glance that way 

Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames 7 

The world turns round; my heart is ſick to death! 
O my diſtraction ! perfect loſs of thought! Ws 1 
AR ; 


71. 
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ManDant. 

Vby ſtand you like a ſtatue? Are you dead? 

hat do you fold ſo faſt within your arms ? 

hy, with fix'd eye-balls, do you pierce the ground 7 
Vhy ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? 
gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfully ? 

y lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 

n tears, and figh'd away the day in private, 

Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 


0 turn, and ſpeak to me. 
| Mzuxox. 


And theſe, no doubt, 
Are arguments that I mould draw thy blood.— 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breaſt 
With half that tenderrieſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like balm upon my wounded foul! 
And ſhall 1 murder thee ? Yes, thus—thus—thus. 8 
. Ma Dann. 2 
Alas! my lord benen we are to die. 
[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 
- Memunon. 
By heav'n, Thad; my ſoul had took her flight 
In blif— Why, is not this our bridal- daß? 
\ », Mandany. _ 
That way diftration lies. 
| Mzunon. 
res it Joes. 
Born. 


Oh! Oh! 
MaM ANR. 


Thy ſighs and groans are ſharper than thy ſteel. 
The guard i is on us. 


8 


0 


3 


— 


A — 


— ] m , ]” 


stab at che face of heav'n, as kill thee, weeping. 


"Tis pat; Tam gnmpants. 


If you're a woman, I'll be ſomething more.— 


Are taken from me by alittle miſt, _ 
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. MzMx0ON» ; H 
Il! hben it muſt be done. 
Sun hide thy face, and put the world in mourning, 
Though blobd ftart out far tears, tis done But one, 
One laſt embrace. LA. be embraces her, foe burſts into tears 
- Let me not ſee a tear -I could as ſor 


ManDANE.. 


Mz Mxox, _ 
And now—and now. | 
Mana k. 
Be not fo fearfal ; *tis the ſecond blow. _ 
Will pain my beart—indeed this will not kurt me. 
| Muxox. | 4 
O thou haſt ſtung, my ſoul quite throu ugh and through, 
With thoſe kind words: I had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt, 
[Dafbing down the daggers 
And thou undo' it all—Fcould not bear- 
To raze thy ſkin to ſave che world from run. 
Manvans. [Stabs berfſelf.] * 


SRO taſte of heaven till you arrive. 1 Lia. 
Manno wm. | 

Struck Nl D f me 

And now with me all nature is expir' d | 

Mylovely bride, now we again are happy, [Srabs him/elf 

And better worlds prepare our nuptial how'r.—- 

Now every ſplendid object of ambition 

Which lately, with their various gloſſes, play -d 

Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle * | 


yy of > 2» 


And all the world is vaniſh'd. tie + its 
b Ne A march 
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4 march founded. Enter Nica xo and SYPHOCES, 
wvifttorions. 


To nee, ng. 
©  Nscawor. 
he day's our own ; the un: 8 
Have well repaid this morning inſolence, N 
\nd turn'd the deſperate fortune of the ſiold, 
By ſure, 23 relief. 
SrrnO as. 1 | 
from the diy biete ned Geer , 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
[ ſpread -amonigft the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
[yris, to view the fortune of the fight, | 
Neaving her palace for the Weſtern row'r, 
as ſeiz'd, Ar 
Where klrigtent brother fell. 
| Nrcanor, | 
| The gods are juſt. 
| 'SYPHOCES, 
See where Bufiris comes ; 'your royal captive, 
n his misfortune great ; an awful ruin ! 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! | 
Nicanen; [ Advancing, ſees the bodies.) 
17 Sad fight ! 
A fight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my coantry's ſav'd 
From ſore oppreſſion, and inglorious chains. 
[He falls on bis attendants. 


1 4 N A great 


1 
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A great ſhout. Enter Bus1r 1s, wounded. 
: Buoueints. | 
Conquer'd? Tis falſe; I am your maſter ſtill ; 
Your maſter, though in bonds: You ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now, from my ſoul, I hug theſe welcome chains 
Which ſhew you all Baris, and declare | 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame, — 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought An 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; 
For living here, is living all alone a Th 
To me a real ſolitude, amid | Gr 
A throng of little beings groveling nn me z * 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 
Ichank theſe wounds, theſe raging palns, which pro 
An iaterview with equals ſoon elſewhere. 
[He ſees Memnd 
Ha! Dead ? Tis well : He roſe not to my N 
I only wiſh'd his fate, and there he lies. 
Some, when they die, die all; their mould'ring. clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories ; 
The ſpace quite cloſes up thre' which they paſs'd; 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, | 
And give it whole to late poſterity : | 
My name is writ in mighty characters, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whoſe ſplendor heighten our Egyptian day, 
Whoſe ſtrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great 
Old earth itſelf, ſhall fail: In after-ages, | 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me; 


* 


Gre 


, 
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row great in each as my example fires : 
Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe; _ _ _.. 
fight the future battles of the world. 
Great Jove, I come ! Egypt, thou art forſaken ; [ Sinks, 
{ia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking glories ; 
And the world leſſens, when Bufiris falls, [ Dies. 
SYPHOCES, 
Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid ; 
And for what uſe ſo-e'er it was deſign d 
y that high-minded, but miſtaken, man, 
There let him lie magniſeent in death; i 
Great was his life, great be his monument; 
And on Bufris nephew, young Arſacer, 
Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 
From this day's vengeance, let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low; 
And they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 
In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 
| If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
lay Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


| 
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Fach gentle fwain,: a tender nymph, Jay thy... 


An free and eafy, as if nought had paſt 3 
Again put on my airs, and play my fan ; 
Aud. frar no mare that dreadful creature, Man. 


Ef 


EPILOGUE 


By 4 F R 1 E N. D. | 
Spoken by Mix, otras 


e of ities dull judicious rogues, 4 
o mournful plays deny brit Epilogues e : x: 


Vw» 0 * 
— — un oO 


From a. jad tale oui go i tearr away; 
From hence-quite home i fireams of forrew ſhed, 
And, drown is grief ua! Jappertefi to l. 
This dorine is ſo graue the Sparks u ey 
They love to goin humour to their-elart. = 
The Cit, wwho owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holds half-a-crown too much r > {oxi ub 
Befides, who knows, without theſe healing arts, 
But Love might turn your beads, and break your hearth 
And the poor Author, by inagin'd , M1. 
Might people Beth'lem with our Belles and Beaux ? 
Hence J, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
RebV'd of my houſe, and my dear virgin treafurt 3 
J, whom you ſaw, deſpairing, breathe my laſt, 
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But whence does this malicious mirth begin? 
know, ye beaſts, you reckon it no fin. 
'Tis firange that crimes the ſame, in diff*rent plays, 
$bould move our horror, and our laughter raiſe. 
e Fove ſecure the comic Actor tries; 
But, if he's wwicked, in blank werſe be dier. 
he farce, where wives prove frail, flill make: the beſt ; 
ind the poor cuckold is a flanding jet: 5 
But our brave bard, a wirtuous fon of Iſis, 
cunts a bold ftroke in Love among the wices z 
x blood and wounds a guilty land he dips ye, 
nd waſtes an empire for one raviſb d gyp/ys 
What muſty morals fill an Oxford head, 
Te n:tions of pedantic virtue bred ! 
Here each ftiff Don at gallantry exclaims, 
nd calls Fine men and Ladies filthy names; 
They tell yau Rakes and Jilis corrupt a natics ; 
Such is the prejudice of education . 
You, who know better things, will ſure approve 
I ſeenes, that ſhery the boundleſs power of Love. 
et, aohen they will, t Italian Things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here, | 
Bild Myron's paſſion, up to frenzy wwrought, 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch's throat: 
is fart, at leaft, his part requires a Man; 
« Nicolaui ad it, if he can, ; 
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ROL O GU E. 


\ 
By a FRIEND. 


5 


0 FT has the buſtin'd muſe, with action mean, 
Debas#d the glory of the Tragic ſcent ; 

Vhile puny villains, dręſi d in purple pride, 
With crimes obſcene the heaven-born rage bely a. 

To her belongs to mourn the Hero's fate, 
To trace the errors of the Wiſe and Great; 
To mark tb exce/s of paſſions too refin'd, 
Aud paint the tumults of a God-like mind ; 
Where, mix d with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine, 

Such lights and ſhades in a well-mingl'd draught, 
By curious touch of artful pencil wrought, 
With foftt deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 
Pleas'd with the conſid of the warious Ayr. 

Thus, thro' the following feenes, wwith ſaveet furprixe, 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſe ; 
And Lowe and Hate, at once, and Grief and Toy, 
Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the ſoft Virgin ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excelÞ d by friendſbip's purer flame; 

F 3 Forc d, 


— 
_— b * - 
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2 We dread a while, left beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtues ſelf may bleed. 


11 PROLOGUE, 
Forc'd, with reluctant virtue, to approve 


The generous Hero, who rejeas ber love. 
Behold him there with gloomy paſſions flain'd, 


| A wife ſuſpected, and an injur'd friend 3 


Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 
That raſh ſuſpicions ſeems without a fault. 


Mark ell the black Revenge, the cruel Guilt, 


The traitor-fiend trampling the lovely ſpoil, 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſ?'d; 


Then let the rage of furies fire your breaft. 


Yet may his mighty wrongs, bis juft di/daing 
His bleeding country, his lov'd father flain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with involuntary praiſe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Don ALonzo, the Saris General, Mr. Boorn. 
Don Carxtos, his friend, Mr. Wirxs. 
Don ALvarsz, a Courtier, Mr. Tuva uon 
Don Maxvzr, Attendant of Don 
Cantos, ie. WILLIAM 


ZANGa, a Captive Moor, > Mr. ML Ts. 


WOMEN. | 
_ Lzoxora, ALvarez's Daughter, Mrs, Pon rn. 
IAT TA, the Moer's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Hoxton, 


SCENE, SPAIN. 
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ac IL. SCENE I. 
Enter Zan A- 


Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to mem 
I like this rocking of the battlements: 
Rage on, ye winds ; burſt, clouds, and waters roar ! 
You bear & juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
nd fuir the glovaiy habit of wy ſoul.” | 
35 [Ewe Iſabella. 
ho's chere? My love! 
| Watt l, 
| Why have you left my bed ? 
Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 
"8 Th Zan 


Zanox. » 
T HETHER firſt nature, or long want of peace, 
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And I will know it; by our loves, I will. 


| Aſk I too much to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 


1 
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| Zanca Fo: 
The dead alone, in ſuch a night can reſt ; 
And I indulge my meditation here. A e 
Ven ys I chooſe to be alone. 4 ho For 
I8ABSLLA. 


I know you 0 and therefore will not leave you 3 


. Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. Inf 


Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 


To you I facrific'd my virgin fame; 
ZANGA, 


In tears ? Thou fool! Then hear me, and be plung d ve 
In hell's abyſs, i ever it eſcape thee. 


To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, © W 
I hate 4lonzo. Firſt recover that, * Fo 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. ä = iT 
AS W 
N 1 
I own, I thong! . your friend), W 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. r. 
ZANGA. |  .. 7 
Hear then: 'Tis twice three years fince that gem man 01 
(Great let me call him; for he conquer d me) nu. 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight: 102 141 0¹ 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, Li 
While I, with pious rage, purſu'd, revenge: Wy. 
I then was young ; he plac'd me near his perſon, « 
And thought me nat diſhonour'd by his ſervice. T1 
One day (may that returning day be night, e. 


The ſtain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year !) 5 W 
| "oY of 


4 


- 
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For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride 
He ſtruck me; (While I tell it, do hve?} - 
e ſmote me on the cheek - did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor revenge — E'er fince, his folly 
Has ſtrove to bury it beneath à heap 
of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot.  - 
Inſolent thought! and hken ſecond blow 
\fronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
and ſuch alone can wifely drop gp 
"0 O I8ABELLA, | | 
F at with more temper, Zana, el yoar fry: PP 
o ſee you ffong emotions ſtartles me. 4 
Tac. ds by 
Yes, woman, with a temper that defits i it, " : 
Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, | 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſbalt feel me! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
| fron; that day have cure d the riſing fan,” n 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame : 
” "WW! from that day have bleſt the coming niit, 
Which promis d to conceat'it ; but in vauinn 
The blow return'd for ever in my drem & 
Yet on I tojiPd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
ws [0] ample Verigeance : None is yer arriv*d; n | 
WW owe'er, at preſent I conceive warm hopes Eves l. 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition 1 17 
Life of his life, 'and dearer than his foul, 5 a, 
y nightly mareh he purpos'd to ſurprize 
The Mooriſh camp; but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour, 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 
Would darken all the conquels he has von. 
F 6 


d 
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THE REVENGE, 


- IsABBLLA. © i 
Joſ as I enter'd an expreſs arriy'd. 
| ZAnGa. | | 
To whom 
r 
His friend, Don Carles. , | 
Zane. 
| | Be propitious, 
| O Mabemet, on this important hour, a 
And give at length my famiſh'd ſoubverenge !/ 


What is revenge, but courage to call iin n. 
Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert | 
Others? ſelf-love into our own Protection 1 8b 
But ſee the morning ray breaks i in upon us; . 
Pl ſeek Don Carlos, and enquire my fate. I Eau. y. 
Enter ManuzL and Den Canuos. 80 
MaxUELI. 4s | boy 
My lord Don Carks, what brings your a . 
f CarLos. me 3-4 4 
Alonxo's N and the Moors defeat. D. 
The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand lain, W 
'Though he ſuſpeQs his meaſures were betray'd. At 


He'll ſoon arrive. O how I long Yembrace 

The firſt of heroes, and the we aa 

I lov'd fair Leonora long before re 
The chance of battle gave me to the Moor, | 

From whom ſo late Alonxo ſet me free; D. 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 01 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 3 
To be my gentle advocate in love, -. At 
To tir her heart, and fan its fires, for me. 80 

MANUEL. 


And what ſucceſs ? 


A TRAGEDY. 


Alas ! the eruel maid— 
Ia ded. her father, who, though high at court, 


To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 
Knowing I'm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
My fleet now ſailing in the fight of Spain, 


Cittos {5 5 Vet i 


And powerful with the king, has wealth at —_ 


(Heav'n guard it ſafe through ſuch a dreadful ſtorm!) 


Careſſes me, and urges her to wed, 
| Maxx. 
Her aged baer, ſee! leads her this way. 
CarLos, 
She looks like radiant youth . 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary time 
You to the port with ſpeed ; tis poſſible ' 
Some veſſel is-arriv'd : Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings, which Carlos may receive with joy! 
Eper Atvansz and LEONORA, © 
ALVAREZ.” 
Don Carlos, I am labouring i in your favour 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And earneſt counſel. 


Caxros. 

Angels ſecond. you! 
For all wy bliG or miſery hangs on it, 

ALVAREZ. 

Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice; 
Look into thoſe they call unforfunate, 
And cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : 


Some flaw in their own conduct Hes beneath, 


Sir, you have my good wiſhes ; and I hope [To Carle, 


Before your father gave me leave to woo you, f 


That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
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And tis tui trick of fools to ſave their credit, 
Which brought another language into uſe. - 
Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune: 
For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, ö 
A faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold: 
His keels are freighted with that ſacred power, 

Dy which ev'n kings and emperors are made. 


My Es is not/indiſpos'd to r you. LW Aly, 
Calles. 

O Leonora ! why art thon in beam: 

Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 


Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene, | 


Will you for ever help me to new pains, 


And keep reſerves of torment in your hand. 

To let them looſe on every dawn of joy? 
Lzoxot a. 

Think you my father too indulgent to me, 


A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, f 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint— . 
- Canrzos. ; 


7 . N 
11 I * 1 = 4 ” 
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Ah my torn ee 


Lzonon a. | 
"Regard not me, my lord; 


I ſhall _—_ my father. | 
Ca RLOS. 
; | Diſobey him, | 
Rather than cam thus coldly; than come thus 
Wich abſent eyes, and alienated micn, 


Suff”ring 


A TRAGE DT.. 
puff ring addreſs, the viſtim aſ my lo, it 
) let me be undone the common Ways. 1 -/ 
id have the common comfort to be pity'd, | 
\nd not be ruin'd in the maſk. of bliſs, el %a INH 
\nd ſo be envy'd, and be wretched too!! 
ove calls for Love. Not all the pride of bean: 
hoſe eyes, that tell us what the ſun is made of ; 

hoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life ; 

hoſe hills of driven ſnow, which feen ate felt: 

ll theſe poſſeſt are nought, but as they re 

nd the rich plunder of a taken heart. 


_—_ | 
us! my lord, we are too delicate; 991 

nd when we graſp the happineſs we wiſh'd, MOT: 
e call on wit to argue it away: ; 
plainer man would not feel half your pains ; 

But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 
Canes. 


Had I known this before, it had been well : © 
] had not then ſolicited your father ad 
To add to my diftreſs ; as you behare, | | on 
our father's kindneſs ſtabs me tothe heart. 

ive me your hand Nay, give it, Leonora : 
You give it not ;——nay, yet you give ĩt not 

I raviſh it.— | 


105 
Ab. 


Lenos . 12 AB 18 


F _ T my lord, no more. FRET 
CarLos. 214 
Ah! why 0 ſad ? You know each ſigh does Rakemey .- 
dighs there, are tempeſts here GmG — 
I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heay np: . . 
8 
og | 
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What is my guilt, thytmakes me fo with youth 
Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy feet?" © 
Have not liv'd whole days upon thy ſight? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been ? 
And mad with the idea, —— MR 

And dena uyon nothing ? — 0 TALES 
7 4 11 * Egoxor a. FRIES E 
1 {II £6 1 — 

Good a bo recounting of my fault., 
And telling how ungrateful I have been: 

Alas! my lord, if talking would ee 

I could ſuggeſt much better arguments, 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me ; 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all; 

But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, ey 
And with an argument new- ſet a pulſe ; n 
Then think, my lord, of reaſoning i into love. © 

| Cartos. 
Muſt I then deſpair ? Do not ſhake me this ; 
My tempeſt-beaten heart i is cold to death : 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties, 
Heav'ns ! what a proof gave, but two nights ball. 
Of matchleſs love ! To fling me at thy feet, 


I lighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame: * A 

Nor heard the ſummons of the next day's battle: Ha 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left n Su 
The promis'd fight ; I left Alonzo too, As 

To ſtand the war, and quell: a world alone. age W 

Lzoxor A. T 

The vi dor e comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. 1 

CanLos. 1 | 

And muſt you go? — At 


Lo- 
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LzONORA. 

Why ſhould you wiſh my ſtay ? - 
our friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 
y preſence none; it pains you and myſelf: 
For both . 

| CARLOS. - 4 
ure, there's no peril, but in love. O how 
My foes would boaſt to ſee me look fo pale! 
Enter Alon zo. 


" CarkLos. 
Alonzo ! 


ALonzo. 
Carlos Lam whole again: 


laſpt in thy ms, it makes my heart entire, - 


_ CarLos 
. The conqueror of Axici q 


 ALonzo. 

Yes, 3 Don Carle? fried. 

The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 

Should it beget one thought of e in : 

| riſe in virtues to come nearer thee: 

conquer with Don Carlos in my eye ; 

And thus I claim my viftory's reward. [ Embracing bigs 
CanLos. 

A victory indeed! Your godlike am 

Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa. 

Such numbers fell ; and the ſurvivors fled ; 

As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand," 

ben the tempeſtuous ſea comes roaring on them. "= 


ALonzo. - 
"Twas Carla conquer'd ; 'twas his cruel chains, 


lnflam'd me to a rage unknown before, | 
and threw my former actions far behind. , 


Can. 
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_ _ Cantos, 
Flow Ole dans Hide Fino hte 1 
Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another ſoul, for thee : 
Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like muſic; pure the joy without allay ; 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 
+ Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures z 
But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 
Enter Za noa. 
Tax. 
Manuel, my lord, e Gom the port, 
On buſineſs, both of moment and of hafte, 
Humbly begs leave to Peak in private with you, | 
CanLos. 
In private Ham done, Fi returs 3 
No buſineſs can den from thes. [Exit Cu 
Zana. 
My lord Alas, I ebey d your orders. - 
| Atonzo, | 
Will the fair Leonora paſs this way? 
Zana. 
ae. ns; and foon, 
_  Aronzo. | 
* — 
For I dare open all my heart to the. 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph known! ' - 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That ſlowly follow'd my proud chariot wheels, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, _ 
Bat is a god to me: I am moſt wretched. 


"ur 
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| his captivity, thou know ſt, Don Carlos, 

y friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
heputed me his advocate in love, 

o talk to Leonera's heart, and make 

tender party in her thoughts, for him. 
That did I do? I low'd myſelf. Indeed, 


Ine thing there is might leſfen my offence 
ſuch offence admits of being leflen'd) ; ; 
thought him dead ; fr” (by iter face 1 Know n0e) 
i letters never reach'd me. | 


ern ke. * 
| Thanks to Zarge, 
— Titus el which hs Br,” 
| Atonzo. 
e, euro · d of heav'n! Tlov'd myſelf; and now, 
1 late action reſcued from the Moors, 
bare brought home my rival in my friend. 
Zane Aa. 
e hear, my lord, that in that action too, 
four interpoſing arm preſerv d his liſe. 
ALonzo. . 
: did-—with more than the expence of mine; 
or, O! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. _ 
ut ſee, ſhe comes—T'l take my leave, and die. 


Zana. LA.! 


adſt thou a thouſand lives, thy death would pleaſe me. 
nhappy fate ! My country overeome ; 


y fix „C al Lewes) 
ould nature were—I will not fall alone ; 


put others? ee n omen 


base i 1.419! 


Fu „ 
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nter Leonor A. 
Alox zo. 
When nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ns 
And bid the light adieu. 
Lzox ORA. | | 
The mighty conqueror 
Diſmay'd ! I thought you gave the foe your ſorrom 
ALONZO, 
O crael inſult! are thoſe tears your ſport,, + 
Which nothing but 4 love for you. could draw? 
Africk I quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe ' 
Your leave to ſigh unſcorn'd ; but I complain not; 
"was but a world ; and you are — Leonora. 
LION ORA. 
That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is = 4 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of m. 
To plead your crimes as motives of my lbve.. 
ALoxzo. * 
Vou, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes vou 
Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenſure both of earth and heavn Pa 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. .—This ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it fweet to die. 


Inc 


Lzonona, -[Afide.] * 4-45 
Farewel for ever !—Smeet to die -O heav'n b. | 


Alenzo, ſtay; you muſt not thus g any 1 , 
Rox hear your $ulltst Tango. 1 N 
AtoxO. 7 
0 Tara! 
Wax could I do? In duty to my friend, 
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aw yon ; and to ſee is to admire : 
or Carlos did I plead, and moſt ſincerely; 
itneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me; 
ou know I did ; I ſought but your eſteem ; 
that is guilt, an angel had been guilty: 
often figh'd ; nay wept; but could not help it; 
nd ſure it is no crime to be in pain! 
at grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd. 
hat would you more? Am I not moſt undone ? 
his uſage is like ſtamping on the murder d, 
hen life is fled ; moſt barbarous and 9 
LIONO AA. [Going.] _ 
from your guilt none ſuffer d but yourſelf, 
might be ſo———Farewel. 
ALONZ0, 
Who fuſers with me? 
| | Lnonona. | 
joy your ignorance, and let me go. 
ALOXZo. | 
what is there I can fear to know, 
ince I already know your hate? Your actions 
lave long ſince told me that. 
Lzonona, 


-2q when bo They flatter'd you. 
| Atonzo, 
low ? Flatter'd me! 


. 


LIoOo NOAA, 


e | 


hate thee, O Alonzo How I hate thee! 
Atonzo, 

deed ! and do you weep for hatred too? 

) what a doubtful ben any Boart (om | 

hope it moſt . and yet I dread it more. 
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Should it be ſo; ſhould her tears flow from thence; 
How would my ſoul blaze up in ecſtaſy ! 
Ah, no! flo SR age aſhes] 

$73. Lzonora * a4 « NC 
Why would you fares. ay? — 

| Akon. dee 


What mean theſe tan) en 
ne ' og 
„ibn oor e tears a meanin 
But, O! when/I firſt ſaw. Ale kenn, ere jou! 
1 knew their meaning wall. ma ; 7 1 


on bis e her 


[Alon. nb 33 


. what is this ? „ Tata WSN which 
Deſire was planted in th heart of man; 
Virtue's ſupreme reward on this fide heav'n; 
The cordial of my foul ! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me.that.thou.didſt haze. ? 
| LEONOR As | 
Alenzo, pardon me the injury | 
Of loving you : e en pac, 
And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 
Axonzo., 
Unkind! You know I think your love a bleſüng 
Beyond all human bleflings z tis the price 
Of ſighs and groans, and a whole, Vear of dying: 
But O the curſe of curſes l O m friend ! 
LꝭONOIA. 


Alas * 


_ 24 = 


Alonso,, 


What ſays my love : Speab, . 
Lroxox a. 


vu for you, ay ird wb 


; finding out objections to our love? 
biak you ſo. ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
was unſafe to leave that part to me ? 

ALonzo.” 


3 not the day then fix'd for your  eſpouſals ? 
Lronos a. 
deed, my father once had thought that way; 
at marking bow the marriage pain'd my heart, 
"ng he ſtood doubtful ; but at laſt reſoly'd 
our counſel, which determines him in all, 
ould finiſk the debate. 7945 
ALowzoe. © / 
O agony! / 
ele but be made 
yſelf the inſtrument? Not only die, 
it plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf? 
lis is refining on calamity, = 
| Leone. 
hat ! do you tremble, left you ſhould be mine? 
Ir what elſe can you tremble? Not for that 
father places in your power to alter. 
ALonzo, 
t's in my power ?—O yes, to ſtab my fied! 
LzoxoRA. 
o ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed! - - 
him—and murder me—I own, Alonzo, 
u may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe ; 
art at them myſelf; they fright my nature: 
is my fault; but blame not me alone: | 
ſe kim e ite blame, with top Tech pains 


make me guilty, * 


Torment 1 


[Hier a pauſe, Lage 
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Lions. 
O my ſhame! 
I ſue, 1 it is moſt juſt: 
When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me: You do well: 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf, 
O night fall on me! I ſhall bluſh to death. 


Aronzo. 
Firſt periſh all. 
Fe LONOn A. 
Say ; what have you reſoly'd ? 
* father comes; what anſwer will you give him? 
Atenzo. Ye 
What anſwer ? tan lobk upon that face, Al 
And read it there Devote thee to another! . 
or to be borne! A ſecond lobk undoes me. Ai 
LronoR a. 60 34 4 He 


And why undo you ? Is itthen, my lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, 
Becauſe they happen to concur with mine ? 
Cruel! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, 
Which you was conſcious you muſt break with parting 

ALonz0. {Runs and embraces ber.! 
No, Leonora; I am thine for ever, 
In ſpight of Carlos Ha! Who's that? My friend! 

[ Starts wide from bir © 
Alas! I fee kim pale; T hear his groans: 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds ; 
(I know him by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. _. 
Lionon a. 

How dreadful to be cut from what we love! 
ALONZO. 


Ah! ſpcak no more. 


* 
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3, Lronon A. 

And ty'd to what we hate! 
Aronto. | 


LzonoRa. 


Is it poſſible? 
Fe) ALONzZo. 
Death! 
LzoNORA, 
Can you? 
ALenro, i 
Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue ſcape. 
Alas! my W en (Breaks . 
8 LEoNORA,. 
And are you aafur's ches for virtoe's ſake ? mart by” 
How often have you ſworn ? But miner 
Mense. ir 300i b30G 
Heart of my beart, and eſſence of my joy |. * 
Where art thou? — O, I'm thine, and thine for ever] 
The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more; 
ting For whatſoever crimes I can commit, | * 
['ve felt the pains already. 5 N 
.Lroxor A, 
- : | Hold, Alone ; ... | 
In nd hear a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer d: 
L love thy virtue, as I love thy perſon 
And I adore thee for the ggio it gave me : 
But as I felt the pain; IAI reap the fruit; | 
Ill ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not Joſt upon m. 
de it enough, that I have once been guilty ; 
In ſight of ſuch a pattern, to perſiſt, 
LY ver. Il. G | MW 


— 
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Ill ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 


My other titles to that bliſs are weak ; , 
I muſt deſerve it by refafing it: 
Thus then I tear thee from my hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute to Alonzo's crimes ? [ 
No, though the life-blood guſhes from my heart. 1 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 1 


Or, that late time may put our names together. 
Nay, never ſhrink ; take back the bright example 


You lately lent: O take it while you may ; D 
While { can give it you, and be immortal. L 
Aron zo. 1 


She's gone, and I ſhall ſee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And Love, with Fate, divide my dying groan. 


> 7 2 »4 
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40 U. SCENE 1. 


But ManveL gud ZANOA. 


| 2464. 
F this be true, I cannot blame your pain 


For wretched Carla: *tis but human in you. Ne 

But when arriv'd your diſmal news? An 
Maut. 1 Ur 
. This hour 5 Th 


ZAnGA 


A TRAGEDY. 123 


ZANGA. . 
What not a veſſel ſav'd ? 
MaxuEL. 
All, all, the ſtorm 

Devour'd ; and now, ofer his late envy'd fortune, a 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roars | 
Trizmgbont & in his ruin. | 

| Zanca. 

Is Alvarez 


Determin'd to deny his daughter to him? 
That treaſure was on ſhore ; muſt that too join 


The common wreck ? | 

Max ut. 

Alvarez. pleads indeed, 

That * heart is difinclin'd, | . 
And pleads that only; ſo it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd: The tempeſt broke the match, 
And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the gold: * 
The love of gold is double in his heart; 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

.LANGA. 
How does Don Carlos bear it ? X 

' ManuerL. - 


Like a man, 
ma d ae «nd can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human head can reaſon. 


But is he then in eier 
| | ManvzLi., 
Never to ſee his Leonord more: 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
This very day ; for he has learnt their lores. 
4. [ 
2 2 r 
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| Zana. 
Ha! was not that receiv d with ecſtaſy 
By Don Alonzo ? 


224 


Manvel» 
Ves, at firſt; but ſoon 
A damp came o'er kim ; it woold n his friewd. 


LANGA. 
Not if his friend conſented ; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her —— 
ManvEzL, 
| Fet to aſk it 8 
Has bn ſhocking to a generous mind; 
At leaſt Alanmo's ſpirit ftartles at it. d 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 
And giving up a miſtreſs to another. | 1 
But I muſt leave you. Carlos wants ſupport, 5 
In his ſevere affliction. lit Manuel. 8 
Zanca. | 
Ha! it dawns——— y 
It riſes to me like a new-found world | 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, | y 


| Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viands ſpeut 
Or like the ſun juſt riſing out of chaos, 

Some dregs of antient night not quite purg'd of: 
But I ſhall 1 it — Ho! Jabella 


ä | [Eater Iſabella. 
I thonght of dying; bettefthings come forward 

Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark covert, 

With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 

She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms, 

When, Jabel, arriv'd Don Carlat here ? 


4 enn. C 
Two nights ago. | Zan. 


I 
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ZaAx dA. 
That was the very . 
Before the battle Memory, ſet down that; 
It has the efſenoe of a-crocodile, 
Though yet but in the ſhell—Pll give it bind 
What time did he return? 
Is ABELLA» 
At midnight. 
Zan ca- e. PAI 
Say, did he ſee, that night, his Lenora'Þ | 


ISABELLA, 
No, my good lord. 


| WW 


Zan. . 
No matter—Tell me, woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious ; 
Honeſt than ſubtle ; above fraud himſelf ; © 
Slow therefore to ſuſpeR it in another? - 
IsaBBLLA. 
You beſt ean judge 3 but ſo the world thinks of him. 
ZA OA. 
Why3hat i is well Go fetch my tablets hither, 
[ Exit . 
Two nights ago, my fither's ſacred ſhade _ 
Thrice ſtalk'd around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd, a joy then little underſtood - 
|t muſt be ſo — and if ſo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 
[ Re-enter Iſabella wwith the tablets. Tanga writes, . 
then .reads as to himſelf. 
| Thus it flandg— 
The father's fixt — Don Carlos cannot wed—— . 
Alonzo may — but that will hurt his. friend 
G:3. Nor 


126 THE REVENGE. 

Nor can he aſk his leave If he did, 

He might not gain it - Fr is hard to give 

Our own conſent to ills, tho? we muſt bear them. 
Were it not then a maſter-piece, worth all 

The wiſdom I can boaft, firſt to perſuade 

Alenzo to requeſt it of his friend, 

His friend to grant—then, from that very grant, 
The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give, An 
(And other motives) to work aut a cauſe 

Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace 

I have turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes, 

Which ſting the heart of man, and find none equal: 
It is the Hydra of calamities; 

The ſeven-fold death: The jealous are the damn d. 
O jealouſy, each other paſſion's calm 

To thee, thou conflagration of the ſoul! —- 

Thou king of torments ! thou grand counterpoize 
For all the AR as beauty can inſpire! | 
Is ABELLA, 

Alonzo comes this 11 

a " ZANGA. 
'' Moſt opportunely, 
Withdraw—Ye ſubtle Demons, which reſide [ Ex. 10 
In courts, and do your work with bowt and ſmiles, IId. 


That little engin'ry, more miſchievous Wh 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to look a lye; give me your maze Am 


Of gloomy thought, and intricate deſign, 
To catch che man I hate, and then devour. 


, Eu Alon, You 
My lord, I give you 6. 6 
" . $ IF | — 0 


Aronz0. 
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Aron zo. 
Of what, good — 
ZANGA. 
; not the lovely Leonora yours? 
| ALonzo, 
What will become of Carlos? 
ZANGA. 


l He's your friend ; 

Ind ſince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 
Vill take ſome comfort from Alonxe's fortune. 

| ALonzo, : 
Alas! thou little-know'ft the force of love: 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrivall'd ſway, 
Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf, to death, 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos; 
et well I know what pangs I felt this morning 
\t his intended nuptials : For myſelf 
then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 

| ZANGA, 

ou will not wed her then ? o 


ALONZO. 
Not inſtantiy | 


nſule his wie heart the very moment 
* Taxe. 
I underſtand you; But you'll wed hereafter, TIM 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt 1 e 2, 
Aroxzo. 
Am I to blame for that ? ? 
ZANGA. 
- My lord, I love _ "EF e 
Your very errors ; they are born from virtue: 5 1 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claim ; WT. 
de heart?) does lead your blindneſs to your ruin. 
. G 4 Confider, 


* 
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Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break W: 
Don Carles' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's ? 
Twas the ſame cauſe; the love of wealth: To-morn 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos fortune; 

A higher bidder is a better friend | 
And there are princes ſigh for Leonora. Cle 
When yourfriend's gone, you'll wed; why then the caui Ar. 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 


Why then you heap new torments on your friend, Pet 
By that reſpect which labour'd to relieve him | To 
'Tis well; he is diſturb'd ; it makes him pauſe. Aid. ri. 

ALONZ0. Ih 


Think'ſt thou, my Zanga, ſhould I aſk Don Carles, Bu 
His goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould wed her ? He 


ZANGA» | 
I know it would. | % H. 
Aron zo. 5 De 

But then the cruelty | 

To aſk it; and for me to aſk it of him! * Pr 
Zanca.. Dt 
Methinks, you are ſevere upon your friend: Sh 
Who was it gave him liberty and life? Cc 
Alox zoo. Ps | 
That is ROT reaſon which forbids it: L 
Were I a ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak : T 
In me, it fo reſembles a demand, T 
Exacting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. A 
Taxa. W 
My lord, you know the ſad alternative, Ws 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not? e | BI 
It hurts not Ls wy lard, but as I love you; B 


Warm!y 
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Warmly as you, I wiſn Don n 
Bat I am likewiſe Don Aurea friend: 2 
here all the difference lies between us two: 
n me, my lord, you hear another ſelf, 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, tho? caus'd by wie, ; 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain. 
Don Lopez. of - Caftile would not d e 
„ ae 
) Periſh the name! What ! ſacrifice the ür 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold ? 
. rn to Don Carlot, if my heart will let me: 
have not ſeen him ſince his ſore afliion ; 
| But ſnunn'd it, as too terrible to bear: 
How en bear it now ? I'm ſtruck already. [Ex. Al. 
2A A | 
Half my work is done, I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, e er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 
[ He gives a meſſage to a fer want, then returns. 
Proud, hated Spain + / oft drench'd in Mori blood; 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? . 
Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er 1 paſs . 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer? 
Shake to the centre, if Alnxo's dear. | 
Look down, O holy prophet! ſee me torture/ 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law ; | 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted up for thee 1 
Shall he enjoy hy paradiſe below? © | 
Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with hercharms.— | 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes, 
ly 85 Enter 


130 THE REVENGE. 
Fuer Don Cantos. 


CAxros. 
Hope, thou haſt told me lies from day to day, 
For more than twenty years; vile promiſer ! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 
Or very wiſe; and I want fool enough, 
To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 
Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 
An artificial happineſs from pains : 
Ev'n joys are pains, becauſe they cannot laſt. [Sigh Fo 
Yet much is talk'd of bliſs; it is the art 
Of ſuch as have tlie world in their poſſeſſion, - 


To give it a good name, that fools may envy z 4 
For envy to ſmall minds is flattery. | My 
How many lift the head, look gay, and ſinile, | Hy 
Againſt their conſciences? And this we know 3 W 
Yet, knowing, diſbelieve; and try again In 


What we have try'd, and firuggle with conviclion: K 


Each new experience gives the former credit, Yi 

And reverend grey Threeſcore is but a voucher. Y 

That Thirty told us true. I 

Zax cl. ; Rl 

My noble lord, U 

I mourn your fate : But are no hopes ſurviving ? | A 

CarLos. 

No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſtee l! E 

Tis fixt ; ; tis paſt; tis abſolute deſpair, | N 
Zana. 

Vou wanted not to have your heart made tender | / 

* your own pains, to feel a friend's diftreſs. SH þ 

+ & Wo CARLOS. | 
T urderſiand you well. Alonzo lore s ''' MC 


I pity him, . Zax ca. 


* 


A TRAGEDY: 13 
Zan. 6. 4 

1 PI oy ſworn you do: 
et he has other thoughts, 

CarLos. ' 

What canſt thou wan? 

Zana. ; 
Indeed he has; and fears to aſk a Wenn. 
A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt :; 
What coſts you Nothing, yet is. All to him : 
; Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 
50 ro- nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 

CarLos. 
pray be plain: His happineſs is mine. 
22 NA. 
He loves to death; but ſo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 
Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 
In perſect tenderneſs: I urg'd him to it, 
Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 
Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 
Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourfelf to wed her;. 
I wrung a promiſe from him he would try; 
And now I come a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Cantos. 
Ha! if he weds, I am undone indeed: 
Not Don Alvarez” ſelf can then relieve me. 
| | ZaN OA. 

Alas! my lord, you roxy his heart is feel; 
Tir fixt { 'tis paſt ! tis abſolute dy ſpaire 
| Cantos, ; 


Q cruel lea n! and is it not enough, 
G 6 Mat 


| 


GO 
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That I muſt never, never ſee her more? 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave ? | 
Aſc my conſent !—Muft I then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
O! Leonora! never, never, never! 
'Zanxca.. [Afide.] 
A ſtorm Ne upon him! He refuſes, 
CARLos. 
Fee! row her ?—and to-day ? 
| ZAN OA. 4. 
To-day, or never: 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then 4/onzo is thrown out like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 
CarLos, 
O torment! whither ſhall I turn? | 
| Zaxca. ng 
To peace. 
| e CAkxLos. TVs 
Which is the way ? 
8 ZANGA. Akt 
: His happineſs i is Joes * 
I dare not diſbelieve you. Pct 
CARLOS, 
Kill my friend ! 
Or worſe ! Alas and can there be a worſe ?——— 
A worſe there is! nor can my nature bear it, 
ZN. 
You have convinc'd me, 'tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning, 
For Carlos ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 13 


8 0 


y'd 


A'TFRAGEDY, © 133 * 
Betray d me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive iti, 
_ Cantos, 
>. | oe Thou doſt upbraid me, 
ANGA. 
No, my good lord; but fince you can't comply, | 
'Tis my misfortune that I mention'd i it ; 
For had I not, Alonzo wopld indeed 
Have *. as now 3 but not by, your . 
'CarLos. 
By my decree! Do I deeree his death ? 
| do——$hall I then lead her to his arms? 
O! which fide ſhall T take d be ſtabb'd ? or—ſtab? 
'Tis equal death, a choice of 2gONiCs, —— 
Ah, no! all other a ies are caſe, 
To one O Lonera /—Never, never! | 
Go, ee ET ak oe 
Tho? but a day; ſomething perchance e e 
To ſoften all to friendſhip, and to love: 
Go ; ſtop my friend; let me not fee him now; 
But ſave us from an 2 interviewof * | 
o 
My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you 
If I not WI him, may Alonzo proſper !  [ Aft: 
e VO e 
„bes ** 


What is "this Sets ?—Thy ſchool, O — ! 
Our only leſſon ig to. learn to ſuffer ;' | 
And he who knows not that, was been for nothing) 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes a wax 

A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 


And 
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And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 

But put it moſt ſeverely—ſhould I live—— _ 

Live long—Alas! there is no length in time 

Not in thy time, O man ! What's fourſcore years ? 

| Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelf, - 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round? | 

Away then. To a mind reſoly'd and wiſe, 

There is an impotence in miſery, 

Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 

| Yet Leonora — She can make time long; 

Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine: 
While in the luſire of her charms I lay, ; 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 

J years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that I grew old; 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 
And ev'ry moment is an age of pain. 
As he is going aut, Enter Zan A and ALR ZO, Zanch 
Fr: Pops CARLOS, 


ZANGA» 
Is this Don Carlos r This the boaſted friend ? 


How can you turn yeur back upon his fadneſs.? 
Look on him ; and then leave him, if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him ? Not his own: 
This momeat he could wed without your leave. 


CarLos. 
I cannot yield, » nor ean I bear his griefs, 
Alonzo + | [Going to bim, and taking his bays. 
| | Aron 20. | 
O Carlos + | 
| | _ Canxos, 
5 Pray, fordear. 


Arorzo. 


94 
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. Aronzo. © 
Art thou undone, 120 ſhall Alonxo ſmile ? 
4lenzo ! who perhaps in ſome degree 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate ? 
i was deputed guardian of thy love; 
But, O! Tlov'd myſelf. Pour down, 4fii4ions / 
On this devoted head; make me your mark ; 
And be the world by my example taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend ! 
CarLos. | 
You charge yourſelf unjuſtly; well I know 
The only cauſe of my ſevere afflition, - 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez—$0 much anguiſh, . 
Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 
Which faultleſs virtue wants, The crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could'|t fail ; 
Though well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 
| gave thee to maintain. Ah ! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt ? The wounds myſelf have felt, 
Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee ; 
They plead in thy excuſe; for I toa ſtrove 
To ſhun thoſe fires, and found 'twas not in man. 
Aron zo. 5 
You caft in ſhades the failures of a friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
| know my guilt j and I implore your pardon, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 
4 _- Cantos, 
Pardon for him who, but this morning, threw 8 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath et 
ln ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
Who, like a rofe-leaf, wet with * 
, , morning » Would 
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Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? 


But 'twas in thee, through fondneſs to thy friend, 


To ſhut thy boſom againſt ecſtafies 3 


For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee; 


While this blood flows, it flows for my Alamo; 
And every wiſh is levell'd at thy joy, 
\, Zax ca [To Alonzo.]' 
My lord, my lord, this is your time to ſpeak. . 
Alon zo. [To ] 
Becauſe he's kind? It therefore is the worſt ;. 


For tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt: 


| Shall the ſame moment ſee him fink in woc & 


And me providing for a flood of joys, 
Rich in the plunder. of his happineſs ? 
No; I may die; but I can never ſpek. 
CarLos.. [Afde.] : 
Now, now it comes l they are concerting itz; 
The firſt word ſtrikes me dead 0 Leonora 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath ?. 
Who kuows what after-time may bring to paſo}... 
Fathers may change, and I may. wed her ſtill. 
. ALoxzo. [To Zanga.] - 
Do I not ſee him quite poſſeſs'd with anguiſh, 
Which, like a Amon, writhes him to and fro; 
And ſhallI pour in new ? No, fond defire; 
No, love? One pang at parting, and farewel; 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 
__ Cantos, © 
Alas, my friend! why, with ſuch eager graſps, 
Doſt preſs my hand, und weep upon my check? 
Alon zo. 


1 
1 * 


If, after death, our forms (as ſome beliere) | : . 
. Shall 


j "4 # vo 


My %, © A a tf 2x 


% 
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4hall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 
And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 
Thoul't know, one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 


Farewel. 


CanLos. 
Alenzo, ſtay— He cannot ſpeak—[ Holds bim. 
Let it ſhould grieve me—Shall I be outdone ? 
Andloſe in glory, as I loſe in love ? [Afide. 
take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, | 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When, well I know, your heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound me to you ? 
Your 7 friendſhip's liberty and life. 
Aron z0. : 
There, there it is, my friend ; it cuts me there, 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind, 
To aſk, when fared it cannot be deny'd! 
CaAxtos. 
How ereatly thought! In all he tow'rs above me. [ Iich. | 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of me. 
Alonzo. 


No, on my ſoul. 
ZaxeA. [To Albee, 1 
Then loſe her.. 
CarLos. 
- Glorious ſpirit] 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this | 
By heaven, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, 
And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha! Angels, ſtreugthen me It ſhall — 1 
can 


— 


/ 
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I can't want ſtrength. Great actions, ouce conceiv'd, Wit! 
Strengthen like wine and animate the ſoul, Wh 
Andzcall themſelves to being. [Afide.} My Alonzo { 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 

ALonzo, 


My 
nd 


What means my Carlos ? * 


CARTos. 
Pray obſerve me well: 

Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart; F 
And, plucking up my love, they had well nig 
Pluck'd up life too; for they were twin'd together : 
Of that no more — What now does reaſon bid ? 
I cannot wed ——PFarewel my happineſs; ' 

But, O my foul ! with care provide for hers : 

In life, how weak, how helpleſs, is a women b. 


dc 


0 ( 


Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſafe, a: 
And often wounded, while ſhe plucks the WY | 
So properly the object of affliction, | Al 
That heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become het, Fo 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. Al 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair; ln 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine; T 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life A 


With thy ſurrounding arms Do this; and then 


Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me T 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs,” © ' | \ 
And rudiments of friendſhip G 24 8 1 A 

2X; - ALox26.: i; ian LA $5cg5 uu Y 
There is a grandeur in thy goodaeſ⸗ te mer 1 


Which with thy foes would render thee N 
But have a cate; nor think I can be pleas 4 LEE | . 
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ich any thing that lays in pains for thee : | 
Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 
CaRLos. 

My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their round, 
nd at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles, | 


iv', 


T4 


ALONZO. | 
d canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora *: 
CarLos, 
\ 4 not part mich her ; I give her thee. 
Azonzo. 
F c | RE 
| Carnos, 


Don't diſtruſt me; I'm fincere 3 
Nor is it more than fimple juſtice in me : F 
This morn didſt thou reſign her for my ſake g ; 
[but perfarm a virtue learnt from thee ; a 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes, 
| ALonz0. 

Ab! how ?—But think not words were ever made 
For ſuch occaſions : Silence, tears, embraces, Loy” 
Are languid eloquence : Pl! ſeek relief 
la abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs ; 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſoperiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. [ Exif. 

Zanca: [Afide.] 
Thus far ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt hope: 
My next care is to haſten theſe new nuprials ; 
And then my maſter-works begin to play. 
Why that was greatly done, without one ſigh [To Car. 
To carry ſuch a 1 its period. 
| "CanLos. © 
Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone; and how 

I muſt * 


45 
* 


140 THE REVENGE. 
I muſt unſluice my over. burden d heart; 
And let it flow : I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great deſign ; 
-Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durſt think of. 
But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
Burſt their confinement with impetuous ſway, 
. O'erſwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away: 
So, till the day was won, the Greet renown'd, 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound; 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd ſide, 
Let guſh the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. [Exe 


* 
ACT m. SCENE. 1 


Enter Zanoa and I5ABBLLA. 


ZANGA. - 


Joy, thou welcome Rranger! twice . years 
I have not felt thy vital beam; but no, 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart ; 
A fiery ĩuſtinct lifts me from the ground, 

And I could mount——The ſpirits aeabarkd. 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 

Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, . 

Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me 
O bridegroom! great indeed thy preſent bliG ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenyy'd ; for be ſure 

It is thy laſt, thy laſt ſmile, that which now 

Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it whilſt thou may'ſ ; 
Ange 


A TRAGEDY. 141 
nguiſh, and groans, and death, mee. 


Labella 
x + 1 


What commands my Mur? * 
„e 
y fair ally! my lovely miniſter ! | 
was well Alvarez, by my arts impell'd, 
o plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
Ind ſo prevent all future moleſtation) 
iniſn'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſoly'd them; 
his conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
carce had the prieſt the holy rite perform'd, | 
Then I, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd nf "ay „ 
hat letter, which truſted to thy hand , 1 
hat letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys, 
rom happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
he moſt profound acknowlegement of heart 
or wond'rous tranſports, which he never knew. 
his is a good ſubſervient artifice, 


] o aid the nobler workings of my brain. 
| J8 ABBLAA. 
quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment, 
ks you commande. 
ZANGA. 
With a lucky band; 


or ſoon Alonzo found it. I obſery'd him N 
rom out my ſecret tand: He took it up; 

ut ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſight, 

hen he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 


tated, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
le and aghaſt awhile my victim food, 
ilpuis'd a ſigh or two, and puff d them from him; 
uit, | Then 
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Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again: 
At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 
But, check'd by riſing fears, he cruſh'd it thus ; 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom, 
* I8aBELLA. 
| But if he read it get, it cannot ſting bim; ; 
At leaſt not mortally, 
| Zan. 
At firſt I thought it ſo; 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this diſappointment to account. te 
q He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 
(If *tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſt find. 
_ -. ISABELLA, - | 
That would indeed commend my * _ 
ZANGA, 
This, Labella, is Don Carlos“ picture; 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that, found, ol, 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
Or Sn, as ſhall beſt promote our end. 
ISABELLA. 
T'll weigh it as its conſequence requires; 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. [Exit 
"< ZANGA. 
Ts that Aliase proſtrate on the ground | 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, tho 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 
| If thus a ſlight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
| Ho will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him 


= 


4 
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Enter Alonzo, 

Aton zo. 
ad yet it cannot be I am deceiv'd — 
injure her: She wears the face of heav'n. 


Zanca. [Afids.] 


Aron zo. 

I dare not look on this again: 
f the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
ad ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 
he certainty would daſh me all to pieces. 
cannot Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true. [ Starts. 

| Zanca, [Afide.] 
old there, and we ſucceed. He has deſcry'd me, 
Ind (for he thinks I love him) will uafold 
is achiag heart, and reſt it on my counſel, 
ll ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure, 


e doubts. 


ALONZO, 
dold, Zanga; turn. 
| ZANGAs 
My lord. 
Aron zo. 
Shut cloſe the door, 
hat not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 
| ZANGA, 
ly lord's obey'd. 
ALonz0. 
I ſee that thou art frighted: 
thou doft love me, I ſhall fill thy heart 
ich ſcorpions ſtings, | | 
; Zanca. 
If I do love, my lord! 
ALanxzo, 


ome near me; ley me ref upon thy boſom 3 


* 
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(What pillow like the. boſom of a friend ?) 


For I am ** at heart. 
unn 


Speak, Sir, © ſpeak 
And take me from the rack. 


Alonzo. 
And is there ** 


Of words ? e a wonder See my teara! 
ein 

I feel them too: Heavn grant my ſenſes fail me! 

J rather wears loſe them, than have this real, 


Alonzo. 
Go, take a * through all things in thy Nong! 
And find that one; for there is only one Mi 
Which could extort my tears; find that, and tell 
A byſelf my mis e and ſpare me the pain. Th 
\ Zach. 
Sorrow can think 1 am bewilderd; Wi 
I now MT GAGE DEL Ty un 
gr O's 
| Think, think no ma 
It ne'er can a enter in an honeſt heart. Ty 
P11 tell thee then —I cannot——Yet I as. 
By wanting force to give It utterance. Anc 
.  - axes Or} 
Speak; ; eaſe your heart; its beser h; 
Atonzo, _ 
I am moſt happy; mine is victory, | bs ti 
Mine the king's fayour, mine the nation's ſhout, Dra 


And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 

O curſe of curſes ! in the lap of blefling - 

To be moſt curſt ein IAMy Leonora's falſe [5 
ZAN OA. 


Save me, my lord. 
Aron 


* 


Alonso. 


Zanca. 
heav'n has Joſt its image here on earth. 


' ALonzo. 
ood-natur'd man He makes my pains his own. 
durſ not cad it; but I read it now | 


1 thy concern. 
Zanox. 


Did you not read it then ? 
4 ALonzo. 


Zanca. [Tears the letter.] 
Thus pert all that gives Monzo pain. 
ALonzo. 
Why didſt thou tear it? 


ZAx A. 

Think of it no more: 
'Twas your miſtake, and groundleſs are your fears, 
At onzo. | 
And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake ? 

Or give the whole contents; or by the-pangs 

on. What feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 
TARGA 
Is this Aloxxo's language to his Zange ? | 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the ſecret here : 
or whoſe ſake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
herefore this rage? Becauſe I ſeek your peace? 
| have no intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 
But what good-natur'd tenderneſs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
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My Le, falle. {Giver him the letter, 


[While Zanga reads the letter, be trembles, and h 


Mine eye juſt touch'd it, and could bear no more. | 


Vor. II. N "tl Thaz 
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That will be rent in two; not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, tho” all the world ſhould know; 
ALonzo. 


Then my worſt fears are true, and life is nas 
Zanca, N. 
What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d? 


I know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, 
And all its words are wind—Yet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd—But grant I did confeſs, 
What is a letter? Letters may be forg'd. 
For heav'n's ſweet ſake; my lord, lift up your heart: 
Some foe to your repoſe 
ALonzo. 

So heav'n look on me, | 

No can't find the man I have offended. 
. Zanca, 

Indeed! [Aſide.] — Our innocence is not our - ſhield: 
They take offence, who have not been offended ; | 
They ſeek our ruin too, who. ſpeak us fair; 
And death is often ambuſh'd in our ſmiles. | | 
We know not whom we have to fear. *Tis certain, 
A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 
Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that mighz be falſe— 
Think; have you any other cauſe to doubt her? 
Away; you can find none: Rs e your ſpirit, 
* well again. | 


ſen 


 Aronzo, 
O that it were! tho 
ZaAxN OA. re the 
It i is; 5 * lis { 


For who would credit that, which, credited, _ 
Make 


CE 


— 


lakes bell ſuperfluous by ſaperior pains, 127 
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Vithout ſuch probfs:as cannot be withſtood / 

:5 ſhe not ever been to-virtue train'd? | 

; not her fame as ſpotleſs as the fun, nl 

er ſex's envy, and the boaſt of —— D 48 
| ALONZO. — el C1 z gol 21 

D Zanga! It is that confounds me moſt, 


That full in oppoſition to appearance 


Z ava. 8 0 = 
o more, my lord; for you condemn yourſelf 2 x 15 
hat is abſurdity, but to believe 4 27 * 


* 


\rainſt appearance —Vou can't yet, I find, 
zubdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe z<—0 
nd, truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me: 
is fit our indiſcretions ſhould be check' d, 
Fith ſome degrees of pain. 
© * ALONZO, | 
What indiſcretion ? ? 
FRE . 
ome, you 110 bear to hear your faults from me. 
ad you not ſent Don Carls to the court 
be night before the battle, that foul ſlave, | 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 
lad wanted footing for his villainy. 
| *ALonz0, 

ſent him not. p a 
'Zanca, ' 

Not ſend him !—Ha !—That ftrikes ne. 
thought he came on moſſage to the king: 
$ there another cauſe could juſtify | 

ls hunning danger, and the promis'd Sight ? | 
Hz Bat 
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But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 
So long an abſence, and impatient love oe 
He Atonzo. A322 26H 
In my confuſion, that had quite eſcap'd me: 
By heav'n, my wounded ſoul does bleed afreſh; 
"Tis clear as day — for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death: * 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, Ne! 
But for. the tranſports ? o, it muſt be ſo 
Inhuman, by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruin of his friend 
| Tanea, | 
ho Duo wrong him: 
He knew nat of your love. en 
 _ Atonzo. | 
Ha !— 
Lanca [Afide] 
That ſtings hos 


Wil 


Atoxzo. 
Indeed he knew not of my treacherous love 
Proofs rife on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt, 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 
Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And loves to make our crime eur puniſhment, 
Love is my torture; Love was firſt my crime: 


For ſhe was his, my friend's, ' and he (O horror!) 
Conſided all in me. O ſacred faith?! | 
How dearly T abide thy violation ! = 


Zaun. 
Were then their loves far gong? 
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Azonzo, . 
| The father's will 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, as ſoon 
news arriv'd that Carle fleet was ſeen 
rom off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
):termin'd that the very ſun which ſaw 
arios? return, ſhould ſee his daughter wel. 
Zanca. 
deed, my lord! Then you weaned me, 
„l preſume to mitigate the crime: 
'onſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
ong was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
t midnight his return, the next day deſtin'd 
or his eſpouſals ——'T'was a ſtrong tomptation. - 
a AL0nz0. | 


emptation ! 
1 20 Zana. 
Twas but gaining r t 
Aronzo. 
hae nighef f = 
1 Zana. -l 
That crime could * —_ | 
Aronzo. . * 
zain! By heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy oaks 
empr ation f: Onr night gain'd O ſtings and _ 4 
ind am 1'theh uadone ? Alas, my Zangat * 
| doſt thou own it too Deny it fill, uot 
ind reſcue me one moment from diſtracttien. 
Za ud. 
y lord, I hope the beſt. anne 
Arox zo. | | 
| ' Falſe, fooliſh iche, 
uud infolent to me! Thou know'f it falſe; | 
1 It 


124 


* 


. 
140 
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It is as glaring as the noon-tide ſun. ea 

Devil! this morning, after three years coldneſs, 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me ! 

Twas time to feign; *twas time to get another, 


When her firſt fool was ſated with her u 
441 ZA A4. a 
What ſays my lord ? Did Leenri'then * fe. 
Never before diſcloſe her paſſion for you ? 
wn ALonzo, ' | 
| Never. ear avs ts 
ZaxNx A. | 
Throughout the whole three years ? | 
ALonzo, ' 


2 {48 '  _ O never! never 
Why, e mould' thou firive? »Tis all in yaity 
Though thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ahl I'm plunging down 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair, 

ZaAN OA. 

Hold, Sir; I'll break your fall Wave ev'ry fear, 
And be a man again Had he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt aſſur'd, he had refign'd her to Tu 


With leſs reluQance, Kr | 
| Atonzo. WS h 0 


2 %% / Hal. reſign hey td wel 
Reſign ber! Who reſign'd her ? Double death! | 
How could I doubt ſo long ? My heart is broke: WH 


r them reſign her! Wo 
Tinas \nc 

But was it not with utmoſt agen??? J] or 
ALONZO. To 


Grant that, he till reſign'd her; that's —_— 
Would he pluck out adhd to give it me? es 


. 34 - 
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ear out his heart — She was his heart no more 
or was It with reluctance he reſign'd her. 

y heav'n he aſk d, he courted me, to wed : 
hought it ſtrange; tis now no longer ſo, 

ZaAN A. | 
as't his requeſt ? Are you right ſure of that 
fear the letter was not all a tale. 


. . ALonzo. 
tale ! there s proof equivalent to ſight, 
LANGA. $ 
I ſhould diftruft my fight on this occaſion. . 
ALonzo. 


and ſo ſhould I; by heav'n, I think I ſhould. 
hat Leonora the divine, by whom 
e gueſi d at angels? O!-I'm all confuſion, 
ax. 
ou now 1 to think clearly; 
dince bliſs and horror, life and death, hang on it, 
„o to your chamber; there maturely\weigh 
Each circumſtance ; conſider, above all, 
hat it is jealouſy's peculiar nature 
o ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of noughet* : 
o conjure much; and then to loſe its reaſon 
aid the dideots phantorty it has form d. 
Aton zo. 
| ad I bei lives, Pd give them all 
io be deceiv'd : I fear tis doomſday with me; 
ind yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought heavin 
brrow'd her form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men {Exit Alon. 


9 . o . 
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Enter Is AB ELI A. 


2AM. 4 

Thus far it works auſpiciouſſy. My patient het 

Thrives, underneath my hand, in miſery : J af 

He's gone to think; that is, to be diſlrated. x 
ISABELLA» 


] averheard your conference, and ſaw you, 

To my amazement, tear the letter. 

ZANGA. 

| There, 
There, Jſaballa, I outdid myſelf: 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In its firſt force, but ſoperadd a new : 
For who can now the character examine 
To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud? 
Aud, after tearing it, as loth to ſhew _ 
The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me ; 

Nay, more would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore, 
But is the picture happily diſpos'd of ? 

| 8 IsaARRLLA. 


It is. 

| : ZANGA., 
That's well—Ah! what is well? O pang to think! 
O dire neceſflity ! Is this my province ? | 
Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither, art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy ſphere ? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little arts, diffemblings, falſhoods, frauds, 
The traſh of villainy itſelf, which falls 
To cowards, and poor wretches wanting bread ; 
Does this become a ſoldier ? This become 
Whom armes follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 


My 
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y martial glory withers at the thought: 
ut great my end; and fince there are no other, 
heſe means are juſt; they ſhine with borrow'd light, 
luſtrious from the purpoſe they purſue. 
And greater ſure my merit, who, to gain 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain ; 
To wade through ways obſcene, my pn bends. 
And ſhock my nature to attain my end: 
Late time ſhall wonder ; that my joys will raiſe z, 


For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 


i 4 


ACT IV. SCENE 1. 
Enter ALOnzO dnd ZANu A. 0 


Alonzo.. ö 

9 What a pain to think ! when: every thought. 

Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 
ind reaſon kaits th? inextricable toil, 
n which herſelf is taken! Iam loſt; 
vor inſeR that I am, I am involv'd, 
ind bury'd in the web myſelf have wrought !. 
One argument is balanc'd by another, 
ind reaſon reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
ind proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs.. 
0 more 11! bear this battle of the mind, 
his inward anarchy ; but find my wiſe, 
And, to her trembling heart preſenting _ 


Force all the ſecret from her. 
My | 
N 5 1 
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4 elt + Zara. N 
TELE Wen 6 3565 4q 2 Sek, 
Non totter on the . brink of ruin. 
ALoNzo. - | 
What * ad. SOBEL! 1 
Zuge., Aa.] 

N an That will diſcover all, 
| And Ein my hopes : What can I think or do? 
Aloxzo. 

What doſt thou murmur? 
 Zanea, 
Force the ſecret from her 
| "What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this:? * 
"Will ſhe confeſs it then ? O groundleſs hope? 
Bu; reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such is her father's power, 
& © +4 751% NR ene 1s 
9 No more; I care not: 
Rather than groan bencath this load, Pll die. 
LANGA, | 
But for what better will you change this load ? 
Grant you ſhould know'it, would not that be worſel 
: Ai.0x70. 
No; it would cure me of my mortal pangs, 
By hatfed and contempt : 1 ſhould deſpiſe her; 
And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh, 
LZANGA, 
Ah! were I ſure of that, my lord 


Ar oxzo. 
What then 


| 3 


You mould not hazard 1 to gain the ſecret, 
: © ALOXZY 


ber 


rlet 


en 
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Aton no. "IN 
What doſt thou mean? Thou know'ſt I'm on the rack: 
Il not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Orl * inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zana. 
That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone. in guilt to ſuffer it; 
Tho' gone too far, heav'n know Tis I am maſh 
have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the n 
Aron z0. 
Thou doſt confound me. 
ZANGA. 
I confound myſelf; 
And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 
Noughe but your life in danger could have torn 
The ſecret out, 2 me own. my crime. wine; 37} 


Aron zo, 1 

Speak 3 ; 2 ſpeak. 
LANGA. 4 
Noty yet, —— Sir: 


Firſt I muſt be aſſor'd, that if you find 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you aſſur'd me, 
Shall conquer fove and rage, and heal your foal.” 
Arox 20. 4 
0! 'twill, by heav n. 
9 MY Zauca. 

And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf. violence, and ſave my lord. 

H 6 ALONZO, 
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ALonzo, 


trebly ſwear, 
ZANGA. 


You'll bear it like a man 
ALonzo. 


Zak. ? 
Such have you been to me; theſe tears confeſs it; 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me : 
And what amends is now within my pow'r, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And, as a bleſſing, claim my puniſhment ? 
Know then, Don Carlos 
ALONZO. 
Oh! 
ZANGA., 
You cannet bear it. 
ALonzo. | 
Go on; Pll have it, though it blaſt mankind : 
FH have it all, and inſtantly.— Go on. 
ZAN GA. 


Don Carlos did return at dead of night. 


Enter LłONOR A. 

| LOoNORA. 
My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. 

|  Atonzo. rn” 

I u come, my Love: 
Be nat eus friends deſerted by us both; | 
Fl] follow you. this moment. 
f Lzoxora. 


My good lord, 


1 00 


A gol 
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do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
Upon your brow, Aught hear you 50 the Mart? 
| ALONZO, 
No, my delight. 
7 LzOXORA» 
| n then employ'd ou mind 5 
20. 


Thou, love, ad eat PD hone baton ms, 
Az other thought can find no entrance here. | 
LzomoRA. 

How good is you, my lord, whom nation: cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys, 
To drop one thought on me! - 

Aroxzo. [He fbews the utmoſt impatience.} 
Doſt thou then prize it? 
-Lzaxora, 


-ALonzo. a 

Know then, to thy comfort 

Thou haſt me all my throbhing heart is full 

With thee alone; Pve thoaght of nothing elſe ; 

Nor ſhall, L from my foul believe, till death. 

My life, our friends expect thee. 
LzOxOAA» | 

I obey. [Exia Leon. 


Do you then aſk it? 


Aronzo. 

s that the face of -curs'd hypocriſy ? 

If me is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav'n 
Don Carlos did return at dead of nge 
Proceed, good Zange ; ſo thy tale began. 

Zana. 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night: 
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That night, by chance (in chance for me) did 1 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate: 
He told me he had letters for the king, 


Dis ene from __ TYT 
4 7 | TEES! ALONZO. 
"© The villain * 
ai B it fy 257 7120 10 


M* lord, 
I pray e aan at bis 1. ho 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 

- (Who could ſuſpe& him of an artifice ?) 

No farther I enquir d; bat let him ob CO 
Falſe to my truſt; at leaſt imprudeit i in I. 

Our watch reliev'd, I weat into the garden, 

As is my cuſtom when the night's ſerene, 

And took a moon-light walk; when ſoon I heard | 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me : 

I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 

Embracing and embrac'd: Anon the man 
Aroſe ; and, falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile ; then ruſh'd at once 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, *' * 
There ſoftly figh'd ; O night of ecſtaſy! 

When ſhall we meet again ?“ Don Carles then 

Led Leonora forth. „ 


FEY GY 106 h 213 1 
| 901 _n my heart! [He fot into a chair 
e 7 7 Tanox IA io 


Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul. 

'Tis through his heart; his knees ſmite one another: 
Tis thro” his brain; his eye- halls roll in anguiſh.[ Adv 
My lord, my lord, why will you rack ni foul ?. J os | 


A 


ae 
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Speak to me; let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me: 
You think too deeply: Im your own Zanga, 
So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you, 
Where ſtart you in ſuch fury? Nay, my lord, * 
For heav'n's ſake, ſheath your ſword ! What can this 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret; [mean ? 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman! On the ground ? | 
Where is your boaſted courage ? Where your ſcorn, 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred agonies away ? 
Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould the e 
Why mould the vanquiſh'd triumph . 

7 p ALonzo. 


* 


Would « to hives 
That I were lower ſtill! 0 ſhe was All! 

My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 

All ſtoop'd to her; my blood was her poſſeſſion: 

Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart, 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe: 
But—and-no more —ſet nature in a blaze; 

Give her a fit of jealouſy—away—— | 

To think on't is the torment of the damn'd ; 

And not to think on't, is impoſſible. 

How fair the cheek, that firſt alarm'd my ſoul ! 

How bright the eye, that ſets it ona flame | 

How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 

For years to lumber, unawak'd by care! 4 
How fierce the tranſport ! how ſublime the bliſs — | 
How deep, bow black, the horror, and deſpair ! 


. * 1 


* 
- 


* 
ZANGAs 
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Tana. 
You ſaid, you'd wo ie like a'man, 
__ Azonzo, "OT 
I do, | 
Am 4 not moſt diftrafted ? Z 
LARGCA. 
Pray be calm. 
| ALonzo. 
As hurricanes : Be thou aſſur'd of that. 


He ad! in the arbour ; he was . there: 
3 though my wife ! my 1! 


Z ANA. 
Alas! he weeps. | 
: "i 1 | | 
Go, dig her grave. 
ZANGA, | 
My lord! 
- ALONZO, 


But that her blood*s too hot, I would carouſe i it 
Around my bridal-board, ' 
| Zanca. [Afide.] 
And I would pledge thee. 
| ALonzo, 
But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly,—Wedded and undone 
Before one night deſcends—O haſty evil! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 
Where's Carlos ? Why is Carlos abſent from me? 


Does he know what has happen'd, 
„H 5 Zax ch. 
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Zanca. | 

My good lord! 
ALdnzo. | 

) depth of horrors! He !-——my boſom friend! 

- Zanca. 

Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 

ALoxzo.' 


| To death, 
Caze on her with both eyes ſo ardenthy ! 
Give them the vultures; tear them all in pieces 


DANG. 1} 
Moſt excellent! ES 
ALonzo, 


Hark ! -you can keep a ſecret. 
la yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin; dert 
Who's that? What villain's that ? Unhand co IE 
Tear them aſunder—Murder—How, they grind 
My heart betwixt them!—O let go my heart! 
ret let it go—Embracing ard embrac' ; 

o peſtilence!—Who let him in ? = of 

[Geer to flab Zanga: be prevents bi 
Alas! my head turns round, and my Iimbs fail me. 

Zauns. 
My lord! 5 
J... „ 
O villain, villain, moſt accurſt! 2 
[f thou didſt know it, why didf let me wed ? 
Zanca. | 
Hear me, my lord; your anger will abate: 
knew it not; I faw them in the garden: 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deſtin'd for each other; _- 
by heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 
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Who could ſuſpect fair Leomra's virtue, 
Till after-proofs conſpir'd to blacken it ? 
Sad proofs, which came too late; which broke not 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez? haſte!) | 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In _ and compaſſion to your peace. 
ALonzo. 
Live now ; be damn'd hereafter ; for I want thee, 
O zight of ec/taſy Ha! 'was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this murder — Let me thin — 
The jeſs'min bow'r ; tis ſecret and remote: 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 
[Exit Zanga, 
How the ſweet ſound fill ſings within my ear! 
When ſhall aue meer again ? To-night, in hell. 
[4 he is going out, Enter Leonora. 
Ha! Tm — ; I Ragger at her charins, 5 * 
O angel-devil !—Shall I tab ber now ?* 
No, it mall be as 1 dad firſt determin'd : 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt, 
Then I muſt now diſſemble——if I can. 
| Ltoxo0Kks. tte! ff W 
My lord, excuſe me; ſee,. a ſecond time 
I come in embaſly from all your friends, 
Whoſe j Joys are languid, uninſpir'd by von. 
| ALoxzo, B 
This moment, Leonora, I was, coming 
To thee, and all But ſure, or I miſtake, 1 
Or thou canſt well inſpire ore ara with. joy. 11 720 


ee 
Why ſighs my lord z.; 
d. 


thc 


* fit * 1 Tt 


wy we +, tY ONT 


Alone. 
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Aon zo. 25 
Iſigh'd not, Teonora. 
 Leonora. + - 
thought you did : Your fighs are mine, "ay lord, 
And I ſhall feel them all. : © 
ALlonzo, 
Doſt flatter me? 
Lzoxora. f 
If my regards for you are flattery, . 
Full far indeed I ſtretch'd the compliment 
Ja this 570 s ſolema rite. a 
ALONZO, 
What rite ! 
0 | Leonona. | 
You ſport mes 
Aronzo, | 0 
| deed I de; neee 
Lzonon a. 
Ind ſo is 2 1 look on chearfulneſs, 
As on the health of virtue. 
Aronzo. 
Virtue 1 


LroxokA. 


What ſays my lord ? | 
Aronzo. * 
Lronona, 

Beauty al6ne is but of little worth; | 

But when the ſoul and body of a piece, ND - 

Both ſhine alike ; then they obtain a price, : 

And are a fit reward for gallant actions, 

© WU Heav n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as your * 

10, H. fair and innocent, I am your due. 


Aua 
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|  ALonzo. [Afede.] 
LiononA. 
How !—my lord, I interrupt you. 
ALonzo, 


Ma." my beſt life; I muſt not part with thee : 


This hand is mine. O! what a hand is here? 
So ſoft, ſouls fink into it, and are loſt: : 


LEeoNORA. 


Innocent! 


In tears, my lord ? 

' Aronz0, 
What leſs can ſpeak my joy! 
-I gaze, and I forget my own exiſtence ; 
Tis all a viſion z my head ſwims in heav'n. 
Wherefore; O! wherefore, this expence of beauty 
Aud wherefore ? O |!J——— 
Why, I could gaze upon thy fooks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deftrution. 

| LEONOR A. 
How, my ard! What mean yon 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caft me out for ever from your love. 
ALONZ0s. 
Art chou poncerk's for me ? 
| Leonor. | : 

ö My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour : 
Tamill-us'd, my lord; I muſt not bear it. | 
| Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me f 
Nay, my good lord, [ have a ticlehere; en. 


- 
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and I will have it. Am I not your wife ? 
ave I not juſt authority to know | 
hat heart, which I have purchas d with my own? 
y it before me then; it is my due. 
ſnkind Alonzo, though I might demand it, 
3chold, I kneel ! See, Leonora kneels, 
d deigns to be a beggar for her own ! 
rell me the ſecret : I comure you tell me. 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day; 
{varez' daughter trembles in the duſt : 
Speak then; I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, 
\nd load you with my death. My lord my lord! 
Alox zo. 
a! ha! ha! {He breaks from her, and ſhe finks upon 


; the for. 
Leonox A. 
Are theſe the j joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 
nd is it thus a wedded life begins 2 
hat did I part with, when I gave my heart? 
knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
hy did I leave my teader father's wing, 
nd venture unto love? That maid that loves, 
ces out to ſea upon a Hatter'd plank, 
nd puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety. 
here ſhall I gh? Where pour out my complaint? 
that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſs, 
is the ſource of all, 
ALonzo. 
- Go to thy chamber; 
ſoon will. follow : That which now diſturbs thee, 
dball be clear'd up, and thoa ſhalt.not condemn me: 
| _ {Exit Leonora. 
O, how 


f 
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O, how like innocence ſhe looks! What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh into her blood ?—1 never can; 

In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my band. 
How then ? Why thus—No more; it is determin'd, 


he 


Enter ZANGA. 
Zax A. [Afede.] | 

I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it ? 

ALONZO, 
This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, | 
Thoſe ſkies, thro? which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? The ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day; month, month; and year the year; 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's ſelf be fear d? Our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude ; 
Death joins us to the great majority: 
*Tis to be born to Plato's and to Cayar 
'Fis to be great for ever; | 
"Tis a 25 tis ambition, then, to die; 

Zax a4. * 
I think, my lord, you talk'd of death. 74479 

ALonzo, ; © 0036 ws 


I did. 


ZANGA, 
I give you joy; then Leonora's dead. 
ALonzo0, 
No, Zanga, no; the greateſt guilt is mine: 
Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight viſt; 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her; 
0 might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love : 
- Theſe, 


rar; 


her: 
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heſe, and a thouſand tokens more; and yet 
or which the ſaints abſolve my ſoul!) did wed. 

LANG: + 
here does this tend? 
ALonzo. 
To ſhed a woman's blood 
'ould tain my ſword, and make my wars inglorious ; 
at juſt reſentment to myſelf, bears in it 
ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds: 


Je who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
res make his life the victim of his reaſon, _ 


oes in ſome ſort that reaſon deify, 
nd take a fight at heav'n. 


ZANGA, 


Alas! my lord, 
is not your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 
hoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword : 
ou cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright; 
ou cannot ſtrike a breaſt that 1s ſo ſoft ; 
hat has ten thouſand ecſtaſies in ſtore 
Ir Carlos No, my lord; I mean for you. 
ALonzo, _ 
| thro! my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythee ſpare me; 
r more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord; 
wn, I try'd, I quarrell'd, with my heart, 
d puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death; Co 
t, O! her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 
Ne ZANGA. 
now not what to anſwer to my lord. 
nare but men; we did not make ourſelves : 
wel then, my beſt lord, ſince you muſt die. 
that I were to-ſhare your monument, 
7 | And 
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And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes ( 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer! WM” 


ALOnz0. 


What doſt thou mean? 
Zanca. 
And is it then unknown 
O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſk it! 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you; 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt— 
But it will cut my poor heart through and through 
To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, | 
Who brought you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
Him fleep ſo faſt, who elſe would mar their joys. | 
ALonzo, 
Diſtraction But Don Carlos, well tou know'ft, 
Is ſheath'd 1 in der and bent on other thoughts. 


Zanca. You 
111 work him to the murder of his friend — [4 Wh 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, But 


While her laſt kiſs ftill glows upon his cheek, 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 

How will he ruſh, like lightning, to her arms ! 
There ligh, there languiſn, there pour out his foul; 
But not in grief—ſadg obſequies to thee—— _ 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, nor hear, 
The burning kiſs, the ſigh of ecſtaſy, 

Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thank heav'n, theſe torments will be al my own. Lang 
 Atonzo, Tho? 


TU eie dec of that pain; Let Cork dey 5 
Je That 
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Oertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 
!| W'Tis my command. n 
- Zangh. | 
I dare not diſobey. 
_ _ Atonzo. 
My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
| ZANGA. 
Ah, Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos grave? You know not woman kind: 
When onee the throbbing of the heart has broke 
. The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
ALONZO. 
WT hat thought has niore of hell than had Ain 
N Another, and another, and another! 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb ! 
+ MW am convinc'd; I.met not, wilt act; dior 
Taxe. 
You cannot die; nor can yon murder her. 
What then remains ? Ia nature no third way, 
bet to forget, and ſo to love aga m. 
0 Aron ao. 


Oh! 
Tax OA. 
1; f you forgive, the world will call you Cred; 
If you forget, the world will call you Ve; 
f you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, wery, wery ind. 
Aron zo. 
Zanga, I ed thee well. She dies 3 ; 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies. 
ZANGAs 
That's truly great, What think you was ſet up 
Vox, II. 1 The 
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The Greet and Roman name in ſuch a luſtre, 


But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and godlike juſtice call'd ? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars; 
Another ſlew a ſiſter in juſt rage; 
A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling ſon : | 
Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, . 
As he at Carthage, | an immortal name ! 
Yet there is one ſtep left above 'em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable. 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy'd=-Do That, 
And tread upon the Greek and Reman glory. 
| "ALONnzZo. | 
'Tis done—again new tranſports fire my brain ; 
I had forgot it ; 'tis my bridal night : 
Friend, give me joy; we muſt be gay together: 
See that the feſtival be duly honour'd. 
And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And muſic gives her elevating ſound, 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 
Thou, Zanga, then my folemn friends invite, 
From the dark realms of everlaſting night; 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call deſpair ; 
And death, our chief invited gueſt, be there; 
He, with pale hand, ſhall lead the bride, and ſpread 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial bed. [Lern 


+ -+ 
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nemtrmmmtemmmenmuntnes 
ACT v. SCENE. I. 


Enter Aro xo. 


Aro zo. 
Pitiful! O terrible to ſight ! 

Poor mangled ſhade, all cover'd o'er with wounds 
And ſo diſguis'd with blood! Who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng d. 

Ha! Carlos Horror! Carlo; O, away! 

Go to thy grave, or let me ſink to mine. 

| cannot bear the fight—What fight ?— Where am 70 ? 
There's nothing here— If this was fancy's work, 
She draws a Picture ſtrongly.— 


. Enter ZanGa. 
| Zax A. | 152 
 Ha!—You're pale. 
Fan 
Is Carlos murder dꝰ | + 34 
'ZANGA. 
I obey'd your order. 
Six ruflians overtook him on the road ; © 
He fought-as he was wont, and four he ſlew; 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death: 
His laſt breath bleſt Alonzo, and deſir'd 
His bones might reſt near yours, geb le 2% 
| ALONZO, | 
| O'Zarga! Zanta !— 
C's: i458 But 
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Bot 1˙II not think; for I muſt act; and thinking 


Would ruin me for action. O the medley h 
Of right and wrong! the chaos in my brain! A 
He ſhould, and ſhould not die Vou ſhould obey, Th 
And not obey —- It is a day of darkneſs, * 
Of contradictions, and of many deaths. Of 
Where's Leonora then? Quick anſwer me; 

I'm deep in horrors ; I'll be deeper ftill, —— w. 

I find thy artifice did take effect, 30 
And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her, Go 
RY ZANGA, | * 

I told her, from your childhood you was wont, Pe 

On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then, 15 

. - When cauſe of ſorrow bore it company, M 
To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon ; * 

A momentary ill, which, foon blew o'er ; 5 To 
Then did I tell her of Don Carli death; 1. 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) | Th 
And laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted; An 
But ſuch the honeſt artifice I us'd, 


"And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 

| Alon r.. 
Twas well ſhe was In our late interview, 
My paſſion ſo far threw; me from my guard, 
(Methiple 'tis frange !) that, conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw-nat, thro” its thin diſguiſe, my 13 
| Lanca. 
But what _ you, Sir; and. how? 

| ALONZO, 


P11 tell thee, 
Thus I've ordain'd it: In the heat bow” r,. 


"The 
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The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, - 
There will I meet her ; the appointment's made ; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 
The blackneſs of her crime before her ſight ; 
4nd then, with all the cool ſolemnity 
Of public Juſtice, give her to the grave. [Exit, 
ZN A. 
Why, get l Horror and night go with thee ! 
Sitters of Acberon, go hand in hand; 
Go dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in ; 
And tell them, that I ſent you to ſalute them 
Prophane the ground; and for th' ambroſial roſe, 
And breath H gef min, let hemlock blacken, 
And deadly nighthate-poiſon all che air! 
For the feet nightingale, may ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and adders ruſtte thro” the leaves; 
May ſerpents winding ap the trees, let fail! 
Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 
And mingle kiſſee—ſach #s I ſhould give them ! IL. 


SCEN E, The Bower. 
LzonoR a fluping- Eurer Aron zo. 


Aronzo. 
E amaranths ! ye roſes, like the worn! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden 1 1h | 


Why do you ſmile ? Why do you, 1 ? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in ? r RAT, 


Ves; ſee how every flow'r lets fall its head! 
How ſhudders every leaf without a wind 1 
How every green is as the ivy pale! 

Did ever midnight ghoſls aſſemble here ? 
13 | Have 


. VEL! 
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Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan? 0 
Joy- giving, love-inſpiring, holy bow'r ! T 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom, thou receiv'ſt | 
A—murderer:. O! I ſhall ſtain thy lilies, W 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs, 8 

So Lucifer broke into Paradiſe, [ſleeps — 
And ſoon damnation follow'd. [ Hs advances. 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her: 

Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze, 

O, what a ſight is here! How, dreadful fair! 

Who would not think that Being innocent ? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike ? Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her Wound. 

O my diſtracted heart O cruel heaven! 

To give ſuch charms as thoſe, and then call man, 


Meer man, to be your executioner, - > T 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you ? 75 T 
But ſee, ſhe ſmiles !. I never ſhall ſmile more; W 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs, v 

[ Going, be flarts back, M 

Ha! ſmile again She dreams of him ſhe loves: E. 
Curſe on her charms! | P11 ftab her thro? them all. N 


[4s be i going to 2 — ua, w 


LiononA. to A 
My lord, your ſtay Was long; and yonder lull = A 
Of falling waters "thmpred. me to reſt, 0 
Diſpirited with hoon? 's exceſſive beat. e B 
ALonzo. | Fe 


Ye pow'rs with what an eye ſhe mends the day! Bi 

While they were clos'g, I ſhould have 4 the blow. MW w 
* © [466 T 
* 5130 1818 19% Ln 0b 


» 1 
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O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice : 
Thus heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy'd. 
| Lronona. | 
What ſays my lord ? 
: ALonzo, | 
Why This Alonzo ſays : 
If love were endleſs, men were gods; tis that 
Does counter-balance travel, danger, pain—— 
'Tis heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave, 
LeoxoRa: | 
Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 
Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty loſs; repair it with my love. 
| Aronzo,. 
Thy love? Thou piece of witchcraft !—I wou'd ſay, 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadſt thou this? Enchantreſs, tell me where 2 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain! 
Ev'n now thou fwimm'ſt before me: I ſhall loſe thee: 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 
Who turn'd this ſlender waiſt with ſo much art, 
And ſhut perfection in ſo ſwall a ring? 8758 
Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, | 
On which the dazzled ſight ean find no reſt; _ : 
But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 
But, O thoſe eyes! thoſe murderers | O whence, 
Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning orbs? From heav'n ? 
Thou did'ſt; and ?cig religion to adore them. % 
a Hs [7 Ci. 12 
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Leos oA. 
My beſt Along, moderate your thought ; _ 
Extremes full fright mez tho? of love itſelf, 
| Aron. 
Extremes indeed! It hurried me away; 
But I come home again—and now for juſtice —— 5 
And no for death It is impoſſible Th 


| Sure ſuch were made by heav'n guiltleſs to fin, 

Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. [Afb 

Ileavs ber to juit heav'n. [Drops the dagger, and goes of. 
LIONORA. 


Ha! a dagger! 
What doſt thon ſay, thou miniſter of death? 


What dreadful tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 


Enter Zanca. W 
Zana. [Ade] 5 = 
Death to my taw*ring hape! O fall from high! ; 1 


My cloſe long - labour d ſcheme at once is blaſted, MW 
That Poe bobs Ae will cauſe her to enguire ; 
| Enguiry will diſcover all; my hopes 

Of vengeance periſh ; I myſelf am loſt * 
Curſe on the coward's heart! wither his hand, | 
Which held the ſee] in vain What can be done - 'Th 
Where can I fix—That*s ſomething fill—'twill breed For 
Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 


Which may perchance grow up to greater evil ; 4 
If not, *tis all I can It ſhall be ſo 
Lrox ox. Y *q 

w 


O Zarga ! I am ſinking in my fears! | 
Alonzo dropt this dagger as he left me. : 
And left me in a ſtrange diſdrder too, n 
What can this mean? Avgels preſerve his life, 


Z anc 
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Zaxos. 
ours, Madam; yours. | 
Laon a. Tit 
What, Zanga, dot thou wy > 
| Zax GA. I use: , 
Carry you goodneſs then to fack extrames, . 8 
| So blinded to the faults of him you _ 
That you perceive not he is jealous 2- . f 
 LizoONOR A. 
4 a Hezv' us 4 


And yet a 0 things 1 recur — Hear i iet. 
hat villain could inſpire him with that er d \ 
lt is not of the growth of his own nature. 
ZANGA. 
Some villain ; who, hell knows ; but he is jealous ; | 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelſ juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leno A. 27 

Jealous ! it * at my heart. Unkind, -- 1&7 
Ungenerous, gronndleſe, weak, and inſolent r 75 Is: ! 
Why ? wherefore ? On what ſhadow of occaſion? ; 
Tis faſcination ; tis the wrath of heav'n. 
For the collected crimes of all his race. 
O how the great man leſſens to my. thought! 
tow could fo mean a vice as jealouſy, 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 

Livein a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 

| ſcorn and hate yet love him, and adore : 

I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true, | 

Till from himſelf I know it. [Exit 


1 ö 15 Tex. 
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| | 'Zanca. 
This ſueceeds | 
Juſt to my wiſh. Now ſhe with . WI 
Upbraids him; he, not doubting ſhe is guilty, 
Rages no leſs ; and if on either fide 
T he waves rol high; chere Mill hw: rue ruin. 


| N 40 "(Enter n Ha 
My lord- PENN #130 197 : 
i 3 -* ALONZO, 
O Zanga / hbld thy peace; Iam no coward ; Th 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it; But 
By the well-being of my foul, I did: + | WI 
I'll think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. : 
.ZANGA. b 
My lord, ber nn. 
ALONZO. 


Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one Sf" Ah! do not rouze that thought; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it:much as poſſible: 
Away then; let us talk of other thing: 


I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction: * a 
If tis my ſhame; why' be it ſo——1 love her Imp 
Nor can I help ut; tis impos d upon me Th, 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſileſs pow'r ; 3 94 of 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 1 My 
It ſhecks my nature like a ſtroke at heav'n. 795 Thi 
Angels defend her, as if innocent! 11 


But ſee, my a comes en . (Exe. 5 
| {Emer Leo [tre 


O ſeen for ever! yet is ever 8 | | Aw; 
The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er r PF Pla. 


Iaflicting wound on wound. 1 Ls Ane 


{ * 
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* .  LyONORA, 
N 
What need of thisto me? 
Atenz 0s * 
Ha! doſt thou weep ? 
Lone As ; 
Have I no cauſe ? Aa dau A- vel . 


Il love is thy concern, 
Thou haſt | no cauſe ; none ever loy'd like me. 
But wherefore this? Is it to break my heart, | 
Which loſes ſo much blood for e every tear? 
LIN AA. 


' 


„ 
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Is it ſo tender N: 011 
5 Aron zo. 
Iss it not 2 O heav'n! 

Doubt of my love? Why, I am nothing elſe; 
quite abſorbs my every other paſſun. 
0 chat this ee world laſt for ever!  , - 

_ LzONDRA, 

Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue? 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life? 


Impoſſible! I throw away the thought. [Ast. 
Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart: 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 
This . hoop falſe witneſs, [Showing i it. 
153¹¹4 eee 
IC _ Ha! my dagger t 
It rouzes horrid i images: Ae 
Away with i it, and let us talk of DF 
Plunge ourſelves deep into the {we © ildubon, 


And hide us 2 141 * the other thought, Los! 


— 
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Lond. 


Aronzo,. 1-4 
Let's talk of Love; 
: (12 377 EI Tc; | Lyoxora. X 
Atto 
As thou Iov'ſt happineſs 


RTE Lions, | 

| * Of murder. 
Aron no. | 6+. 
} 17.1 . Raſby 


It touches ou. 


Of Death. 


Raſh woman, 155 forhear, | 2 
| Lzoyoua. 
Approve my wrongs! 
Aron to. 
Then muſt I iy, for thy ſake and my own. 
LEeonoRa- 7 
Nay, by =y injories you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan ! + 
' AtLox2z0, 


Heay'ns ſtrike me deaf! 
al LBONORA- * 


It well may ſting you home, 
'./ 1+ ALONZO. | 

Alas! thou * miſtak' i my cauſs of pain, 
* ut diſmiſs. me; Lam all in flames. 
| } LzE6wok A. 1% 

| Who hs moſt cauſe ? Vou, or myſelf ? What 18 

Of my whole life encourag'd you to this ? | 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you 7 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all; 
The weak, yngenerous « error of your fe ſex, . 

What could inſpire the thought 2 We oſt'neſt Judge 
6 From 


— 


It 
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A TRAGEDY. «ate 
From our own hearts: andis yours then ſo frail, 
t prompts you to conceive thus ill of m7 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true. EE e 
* ALonzo. TH, EF 
o ſer, E, ſex! "Fai on 5 
The language of you all. II- fated woman ! 
Why haſt thou fore'd me back into the gulypn 
Of agonies, I had block'd op from thought? 
| know the cauſe; thon ſaw'ſt me impotent 
Fer while to hurt thee, . 
2 by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy woe: 
For, fipc2 thou haft replung'd; me in my Frege 
I will be ſatisfied. 
— 


Boe ſatisfied ! 

ALos 20. 

Yes ; . 
| will be ſatisfied. ; 


Lz0N0Ka. 
Of what? 


Alon zo. 


Of what ? 
How Ja mog ak thadqueſtica d Woman, Woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once z thus tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was fafpefied 3 1 | 
Who told thee I deſigns upon thy life? 
You found the dagger, but that could not ſpeak | 
Nor did I tell thee: Who did tell ces then? 
Cuilt, nn guilt. LJ 


Lroxon A. 


5 This ro-my-fave # ole 
W A  ' Alone 
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' Netz {14 Are £59 ten 
Thire Grin 92 Of BOY 224/00"; 
"Lnonona: 
3 8. 
| ' 'Thou'rt. not in- earnel 
5 1 L lt 5+ 
. Aronzo. 
Serious as death. 
& ve 2 A! 4 0 


Then heav'n have mercy on thee, 
Till now, I ſtruggled not to think it true; 
I ſought conviction, and would not believe it: 
And doſt thou force me? 8 * borne: 


Thou ſhalt repent this inſult, . * 
| Sense, Wb 
| Madam, * 4 


Your paſſion” $ wiſe ; ; "tis a Aide for guilt: 
'Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ; 

You, and your thouſand arts, ſball not eſcape me, 
Len As 

Arts? | 


* 
. # « # # ©# 6 @ 
F 2 4 Fx POS + 
* 


A168 20. 
Arts ! Confeſs; for death is in m hand.” 


Loon. 
Tis in your OY 
Aion 20. 


Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs ; 
Nor tear my veins wit beben c compel . 
+5 LinqQnoras:. 1 
| I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumpruous man } 1. 
4 71 A5 Aren zo. :: 2h 
Deny then, and incur a fouler name. 509. 
Where did I find this picture? 
Lroxon . | 
1.1 "Hz 1 Don Colo? 
Þy my bet hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
" +1041 * ALONZO 


YI 7 wi 


A 


— W- -- 


<= > ty 


el 


L 
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„ enen 2 ff wo e 7 


eee 1021 en (} 

That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 

Nature is fick Wang abandou'd woman | bs oh; 
Loon . | Min 


Repent 34: 102 A443 ud 9 
ALonzo. 


Is that for me "21 'v $4 | 4 
' LnonoraA. * 
Fall, aſk my pardon. * 


| | Alonzo. 
Atoniſhment ! 
'LzONORA, 
Dari thou perſiſt to _—_— 


1 | Are. (ir wot F 
FR ba | ' „cat. of! 
Lzonoxa. N 


\ This blow then to thy eee 
[ She Hab. berſelſ be endeaveuring to en ber. 
Aronzo. 
Ho! Zarga! Tabilla ! Ho! She bleeds! ©. 3 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to afliſt her! * . | 
"Leonor. * 
This is the only way I would wound thee, 
Tho'-moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. 


Enter | I8nBuLLA. | | 
rern 5 
Bear her to inſtant help: The world to ſave her ! 
LIONS aa 
Unhappy ah well may' ſt thou gaze-and cemble; 
But fix thy terror and amazemeat right; | 
Not on my blaod, but on thy own diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? Whom cenſur'd ? —Lernora. 
. | When 
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When thou hadſt cenſue'd, thou would'|t favs her life; 
O inconſiſtent ! Should I live in Mame, 8 | 

Or ſtoop to any other means but th, ö; 

I“ aſſert my virtue? Ne; ſhe who eee g 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty: 

While aught but truth could be my inducement to it, 
While it might look like an-excuſe to thes, : 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ;o 


But now, I let thy raſhneſs knew, the wound 


Which leaſt I feel, is that my dagger made. * 
[Iſabella lads out Leonora. . 
Atonzo. | Ht 
Ha | Was this woman guilty and if not Ar 
How my thought darkenstbat way! Grant, kind heav'n, r. 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being end. H 
Is that my hope then? Sure, the ſacred duſt Fi 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn. T, 
Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 
When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair 3 8 
When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 
In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain ? [Exit Alonzo, 
Enter ZANGA. 0 
Zanca. ob 
How ſtands the great account twixt me and vengeance? 
Tho? much is paid, yet Gill it owes me much; 
And I wiÞ. not abate a ſingle groan. 48 [ 
Ha! that were well. but that were fatal too 
Why be it ſo - Revenge fo truly great 


Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than life, 
ee ere ge bed tis N VN "tis done - 


(32 ob COT3 EY 


Fi 4 | Enter 


Enter I8$ABBLLA. 
I8 ABELLA, 

h! Zanga, ſee me tremble : Has not yet 
hy cruel heart ts fill? Poor Leonora— 
ZANGA, 
velters in bload, and gaſps for her laſt breath: 
hat then? We all muſt die. 
Is ABBLLA- 


Alonso raves; 
And in the tempett of his grief, has thrice 
NT WW Attempted on his life: At length, diſarm d, 
He calls his friends that ſave him, his worſt foes, ' 
And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
", Thus in his ſtorm of ſorrow. After pauſe, 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zanga; 
For Zanga rav'd; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn that truth, which moſt he dreads to knows. 


Taxon. 
Be gone. Now, 1 — ſoul, conſummate all. 
| — 
* | I ALonzo, 
92 : g Arenzo. 
a | | 
| = —_ 7 e org 1] 
2 Do aot-tromble-ſo b but ſpark. _ 
Ano. 1 bond, 1 
dare not. S981 | [ Falls on bins. 
7 | ZANncaA, 
, OE e 
, e Arerro. 18 
2 ere len,, bad u apo) » CLOS”! 2 
— 1 715 Zana a. Ads e 
4 . ebe 9 


ALON» 
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| - _ ALonzo,: 
Doſt thou too rave? J 

ANGA 
| Your anguiſh i is to come: | 
You much have been abus'd. 
| ALonzo. 
Abus'd B whom [Nj 
= 
To "Ml were e little comfort. 
 ALonzo, | 
0 Hon O! "were mak. * 
Z W 


Indeed yo 
4 Atoms 171 
By heay*n. Obe him on fury 
» ? Zax da. ar TI: 
Bora for.your ufo, I live but io oblige you; oe 
Know then, twas JJ. 
e Alonzo, | 
J. Am Tawake ? 
| Zane. 


2 A 
SC $43 4 _ 


For 
Thy wife 1s guilds; 8 to mez 
And I, I let thee know it; that's another: 
I urg'd Don Carle to reſign his miſtreſs ; 
I forg'd the Letter; I difpos'd the Picture 

T hated 1 une ; and I deſtroy. 


ALonzo, „ 


Oh! [C wenn 


. ZANGA. 
Why, this } is 3 this is blow for blow. 
Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me, with laurels 
Ye ſpirits, which delight in juſt Revenge: 
Let Eurnpe, and hes pallid ſons, go weep ; 


Let 
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t Africh, and her hundred thrones, rejoice. 

) my dear countrymen ! look down, and ſee 
low I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror |! 

tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings: 

it this is mercy ; this is my indulgence ; 

[is peace; *tis refuge, from my indignation : 
muſt awake him into. horrors. Ho! 

leazo, ho! the Moor is at the gate; 

wake, Invincible, Omnipoteat ! 

hou who doſt all ſubdue. 


AloN zo. 
Inhuman dare! 


F 2 


all'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 


The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten ſave 
Eternal woes to him that made me fo!) : 

ut look again. Has ſix years cruel bondage _ 
xtinguiſh*d majeſty ſo far, that nought, 4 
Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee? 
hen the great Moorifþ king, Abdalla, fell, 


His ſon, tho', thro? his fondneſs, in diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious foe, 


| tood aſtride, till I had cloye thy creſt ; 


And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, | 


And ſunk into thy ſervant—But Ol What, 


What were my. wages? Hear not heav'n, nor earth! 


My wages were a blow by heav'n, a blow; | 
nn "ga $484 


ok on me, Who am I? I know, thou ſayſt 


Fell by thy, hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him Re 


187 


Ha! Does it wake thee ? ; O'er my father's corſe 
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ALpnzo. | 80 

O villain! villain ! . 
Zaxk oa. [Sewing a dagger] * 

All ſtrife is vain. | . a 
; ALoxzo. n 


Is thus my love return'd ? 
Is this my re compence ? Make friends of tigers! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they lie, 


And pay you for their nouriſhment with death. 1 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; j + 
Both innoeent, both murder'd, both by me: | 
That heav'nly maid, which ſhould have liy'd for ever, £ | 


At leaſt have gently ſle pt her foul away; 

Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as evening flow'r 
At the departing ſun———was murdet'd | murder d! 
O ſhame! O gut! O horror! O remorſe! 

O puniſhment! Had Satan never fell, | 
Hell had been made for me—O — 


ZANGA, _ 
Muſt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee? ot 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man. ol 
© Priam from fortune's tofty ſummit fell; 


Great Alexander midſt his conqueſts monrn'd 3 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their forrows ; 

C2/ars have wept; and I have had—my blow: 
But *tis reveng'd ; and now my work is done: N 
Let, e er I fall, be it one part of vengeanee, 
Id make ev'n hes confeſs that I am juſt: 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain; 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood; 
Whole ſacred perſon, oh! thou haſt prophan'd ; 


Whole 


er, 


[hole 


Thoſe reign extinguifth'd : What was left to me | 
80 highly born? No kingdom, but Revenge; ; 
Ko treaſure, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 
If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
ell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee; 
cold white mortals cenſure this-great deed, 
'arn them, they judge not of ſaperior beings, 
Souls made of fire, and children of the ſen; - 
vith whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 
ow, fully ſatisfy'd; I ſhould take leave ; 
at one thing grieves me; ſtace thy death is near, 
leave thee my example how to die. 
{; be is going to fab bim/elf,, Alonzo raſhes upon him to 
prevent him. In the mean time, Entcr Alvarez, at- 
tended. They diſarm and feizs Zanga. Alonzo puts 
the dagger it his boſom. 
| Artonzo. 
0, acids thor ſhalt not efrape by death. 
0 father! 


ALVAREZ. 
O Alowzo 1 — —/7/abella, 
onch'd with remorſe-to ſee her miſtreſs' pangs, 


> 
old all the dreadful tale. 


ane. 
I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
0 will T be a raven to thine ear, 
ind true as ever ſnuff'd the ſcent of blood, 
k ever flapt its heavy wing againſt ; 
de window of the fick, and croak'd defpair : 
by wife is dead. 
[Alvarez gors 0 * of the flage, and rthurns, 


ALVAREZ: 
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; 1 Atvannt. ; 
The dreadful news is mr; 
 ALONzo, | 
Prepare the — 5 invent new torments for him, 
LANGAs 
This too is well, The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns alb occurrence to its own advantage, 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduc'd, thou would'ſt not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill : 
Torture thou may'ſt ; but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe me: 
The blood will follow, where the knife is driven; 
The fleſh will quiver, where the pincers tear ; 
And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain: 
But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: Not mine 
The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my fauchion clove thy helm in battle. 


ALVAREZ. 


Peace, villain ! 

| ZANGA. | 
5 While I live, old man, I'II ſpeak; 

And, well L know, thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Aron zo. 
Who call'd Alonzo 
ALVAREZ. 
No one call'd, my ſos. 
. _ ALonzo. 

Again !—tis Carlis voice, and I obey: - [dag 
© how L laugh at all that this can do!  [Shewing! 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder du 
Were given before; I am already dead; 
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his only marks my body for the grave. [ Stabs himſelf. 
rick 22 art reveng'd——O Lenny þ — * -4p4; 
; „„ 1 
Good roffane, give me leave; my blood 5 is yours; 
he wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all ; 
t me but look one moment on the dead, 
\nd pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 
| He goes to Alonzo' bedy. 
„ Wh this Alonzo? Where's the haughty mien? 
that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale 
ind art thou dead? So is my enmity: ' | 
war not with the duſt: The great, the proud, 
he conqueror of Affrici, was my foe. 
lion preys not upon carcaſſes.  _ 4 
his was the only method to ſubdue me : 
error and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
ow blazes: all thy guilt is in the grave: 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe; 
{I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
vengeance I have follow'd thee too far, 
ind to receive me hell blows all her fires. [He is . 
ALVAREZ. 
Dreadful effect of jealouly,! a rage 


© In which the wiſe with caution will engage; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where, 'ſway'd by nature, we ourſelves deceive 1 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. [Excunt. 


2 
2 


K 


1 2 PILOGUE, 


N K s ; Th 

By a FRIEND, 

O — we, is-ate bimble rain, 1 

To beg you'd ble the une of bis braiw; . 
And I, your proxy, promis i in your nme, 


The Child ſhould live, at leaft Six days of fame; 
I like the Brat; but fill bis faults can find ; 
4nd by the Parent's leave will ſpral my mind. 

_ Gallants, pray tell me, 40 you think "teas wall, 
To let a willing maid lead apts in bello © 
Tou, nicer Ladies, ſhould you think it right 
To eat no Supper=——on your Widd ng-night ? 
SH Engliſh Huſbands dare to flarve their Wive, 
Be ſure, they'd lead moſt c mfortable lives, |, 
But he loves miſchief, and, with groundl/s fears, | 
Nod fain fet loving couples by the ears; © 
Wou'd ſpoil tht tender huſbands of our nation, 
By teaching them his vile outlandiſh faſhion ; 
But aue ve been taught, in our gooa-natur'd clime, 
© That Jealouſy, the juft, is fill a crime, 
And will be ftill ; for, (not to blame the plot) 
That ſame Alonzo cba, a flupid ſot, 
To hill a bride, a miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; 
*Tvere ome excuſe, had 2 8885 been cy: 
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o kill her on ſuſpicion, ere be knew | 

Vbether the heinous crime were falſe or true. 

prieft /aid grace; ſhe met bim in the bower, 
i hopes ſhe might anticipate an bour ; —— 

. as her errand, but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
N Inſtead of Love—produc'd a filthy Poniard :=—— 
e been wwiſe at this their private meeting, 

[be proof 0'th' Pudding had been in the Eating : 
adam had then been pleasr'd, and Don contented, 

1 all this blood and murder been prevented. 

Iritons, be 20i/e, and, from this ſad example, 

Ver break a Bargain, but firſt take a Sample. 
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By His MAJESTx's Servants, 


5 
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ROL OG UE, 


Written by Mr. DODSLEY, 


And ſpoken by Mr. HA VAR D. 
wm E Tragic muſe, revolving many a page 


Of time's long records drawn from every age, 
Ferms not her plans on low or trivial deeds, | 
Bat marks the firiking / When ſome Hero bleeds 
To ſave his Country, then her powtrs inſpire, 

And fouls congenial catch the patrict fire—— 
When bold oppreſſion grinds a ſuffering land; 
When the keen dagger gleams in murder's band; 
Wien black conſpiracy infects the throng ; 
Or fell revenge fits brooding o'er his wrong ; 
Den walks Se forth in rrror; at her frown 
Guilt forinks appall d, though ſeated on a throne. 
But the rack'd foul, when dark ſuſpicions rend; 
When Brothers hate, and Sons with Sires contend ; 
When flaſhing intereſts war eternal wage ; 
And Lowe, the tendereft paſſion, turns to Rage; 
Then grief on every viſage lands impreſt, 
And Pity throbs in every feeling breaſt ; 
Hope, Fear, and Indignation, riſe by turns, 
Ard the ftrong ſcene with various paſſion burns. 
4 | K 3 Such 
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Such is our tale :==Nor bluſh, if tears ſhould flow z 
They're virtue's tribute paid to human woe : 
Such dreps new luſtre to bright eyes impart ; 
The filent witneſs of a tender heart : 
Such drops adorn the nobleft Hero's cheek, 
And paint his worth, in ftrokes that more than ſpeak : 
Not he who cannot weep, but he who can, 
Shews the great ſoul, and proves himſelf a Man. 
Yet do not idly grieve at others pain, 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in vain : 
Watch the cloſe crimes from whence their ills have grow, 
And from their frailties liarn to mend your own. 


10 
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e 


8. 


"| 200 J 


TERS ONS 


ME N. 
Pnritie, King of Macedon, Mr. BEAR. 
PeR$evs, his elder Son, Mr. Mossor. 


DemeTRIVsS, his younger Son, Mr. Gazxzicc. 
Pesr1CLEs, the Friend of Prxszus, Ms. BLaxes. 
ANT1GONUs, a Miniſter of State, Mr. Bua ron. 


Dymas, thc King's Favorite, a Mr. $11480X. 
PosTHUMIUS, ) Roman Ambaſ- ( Mr. Wins rox! 
| CunTivs, 3 fadors, 1 Mr, Moznen, 
WOMEN. 


Raixzuz, the Thracias Princeſs, Mrs. BiLLawy. 
Her Attendant, Mis Hirristzr. 
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— © — 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Fw C U, SRP BL ravine 


CurTivs. 
HERE's ſomething of magnificence about us 
I have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me. 
[ Gazes round. 
2. -7, Pagpnumavs. N 
True: Hither ſent on former embaſſies, 
know this ſplendid court of Macedon, 
And haughty Philip, well. 
Curtius. 
His pride preſumes 
To treat us here like ſubjets, more than Romans, 


More than ambaſſadors, who, in our boſoms, 
a K 5 Bear 


_ 
- — — 
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Rear peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, W Ao 
As Fove his ſtorm, or ſunſhine, on his creatures. De: 
| . Pobrnuuivs. 
This Philip only, ſince Rome's glory roſe, 
' Preſerves its grandeur to the name of king; 
Like a bold ftar, that ſhews its fires by day. 


: The Greek, who won the world, was ſent before him, Th 
As the grey dawp before the blaze of noon: W. 
Philip had ne'er been'conquer'd, but by , WF ; - 
And what can n fame ſay more of mortal man! 
| Cuxrius. Ros 
I know his public character. Wi 
PosTRUMIVUS.” To 
It pains me Th 
To turn my thoughts on his domeſtic ſtate: Þ 


There Philip is no God; but pours his heart, 
In ceaſeleſs groans, o'er his contending ſons ; 
And pays the ſecret tax of mighty men 1 A. 
To heir mortality. 


Cunxrtus. 
But whence the ſtrife, Th 
| Which thus afflicts him? 
Posrnu uus. | 
From this Philip's bed Ml 
Two Alexanders ſpring. 
| ef Cunxrius. 
. | And but one world ? Ar 
"Twill never do. 8 Ne 
Pos rnvuivus,. Or 
They both are bright; but one Lo 
Benignly bright, as ſtars to mariners ; - be 


. Ad 


ſe, 
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And one a comet with malignant blaze, ? 
Denouncing ruin. 
Curtius. 
You mean Perſcus. 


rern 0 
-1 Than. 


The younger ſon 3 you well know, 

Was bred at Rome, our hoſtage from his father. 

Soon after, he was ſent ambaſſador, 

When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 

Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome ;. 

Who granted peace, declaring ſhe forgave, 

To his high worth, the conduct of his father. 

This gave him all the hearts of Macaden; 

Which, join'd to his high patronage from Rome, 

inflames his jealous brother. 
Cvugrivs. 


Glows there not 
A ſecond brand of enmity ? 
PosTHUM1VUS. 

O, yes 3. 


The fair Erixene. 
CurTivs. . 


I've partly heard. 
Her ſmother'd ſtory. 


PosTHUMIUS. 
Smother'd by the kings 
And wiſely too. But: thou ſhalt hear it all. ? 
Not ſeals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd; 
On guilty ſecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 


Between the crowns of Macedon abd Thrace ; 
K 6 The 
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The ſword by both too much indulg'd in blood. 
Philip, at length, prevail'd ; he took, by night, 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe ; 

Ruſh'd thro' the flames, which he had kindled round, 
And flew him, hold in vain: Nor reſted there; 
But, with unkingly cruelty, deftroy'd 

Two little ſons within their mother's arms; 

Thus meaning to tread out thoſe ſparks of war, 
Which might one day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, through grief, on her dead ſons expir'd. 
One child alone ſurviv'd : A female infant, 
Amid theſe horrors, in the cradle ſmil'd. 
Cuxrius. 


What of that infant ? 

- PosTHUMIUS. 

Stung with ſharp remorſe, 
The victor took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred, and honour'd, as her own z 
She grew, ſhe bloom'd,; and now her eyes repay 
Her brothers' wounds on Philip's rival ſons, 
won Courts. 
Is then rixens that Thracian child ? | 
How juſt the Gods ! from out that ruin'd houſe 
He took a brand, to ſet his own on „ 
PosTHUMIUS» 
To give thee, friend, the whole in miniature: 
This is the picture of great Philip's court: 0 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeſtic fits, like Jove enthron'd in darkneſs; 
His ſons are as the thunder in his hand ; 


And 


ad 


And the fair Thracias princeſs is a ſtar, | 
That ſparkles by, and * the ſolemn ſcene. 
[ Shouts Beard. 


Tis their great a. 3 of all the year, 


The fam'd Luſtration of their martial powers; 
Thence for our audience, choſen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 


And all her lofty. glories nod to ruin, 
Curies. 
Who comes ? 
| Poxruvmys. 

O, chat's the jealous elder TERRY 
ſrregular in manners, as in form. - 
Obſerve the fire, high birth, and empire, kindle ! 

CuxTivs. 
He n his conference with much emotion. 
. PosTHUMIUS. 


The brothers bath can talk ; and, in their turns, 
Have borne away the prize of eloquence 
At Alben. Shun his walk: Our own debate 
Is now at hand. We'll ſeek his lion Sire, 
Who dares to frown on us his conquerors ; 
And carries ſo much monarch on his brow, 
As if he'd fright us with the wounds we gave him. 
[ Exteunt. 


Enter PRRsEZUS and PERICLES., 
Per$5EUs. 
'Tis empire! empire! empire! let that word 
Make ſacred all I do, or can attempt ! 
Had I been born a ſlave, I ſhould affect it: 
My nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires. 
Who 


. 
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Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giving; and procures contempt 
Inſtead of gratitude. An empire loſt, 
Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than reſign'd. 
PzrrctEes. | 
But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt ? 
| Prasevs. 
Why does Rome court Him! For his virtues ?' No: 
To fire him to dominion : To blow up 
A civil war; then to ſupport him in it: 
He gue the name of king, and Rowe the * 
a ö 
This. is indeed the common art of Rome. 
| PersEvs. 
That ſource of juſtice throngh the aoedridg world !. 
His youth and valour ſecond Rome's deſigns: 
The firſt. impels him to preſumptuous hope ;. 
The laſt ſupports him in it. Then his perſon! 
Thy hand, O Nature, has made bold with mine. 
Vet more; what words diſtil.from his red lip, 
To gull the multitude ! and they make kings. 
Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd together, 
Become all-wiſe, all-righteous, and all-mighty.. 
Nor is this all: the fooliſh Thracian maid. 
Prefers the boy ta me. l 
Prucr zs. 
And does that pain you? 
PrRxsEus. 
O Pericles, to death, It is moſt true, 
Through hate to him, and not through love for her, 
I paid my firſt addreſſes ; but became 


The 


E 
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The fool I feign'd : My fighs are now fincere. 
It ſmarts 3 it burns: O that twere fiction till! 
By heaven, ſhe ſeems more beauteous than cielo; 
-  "PerICLES. 
Dominion, and the princeſs, both are loſt, 
Unleſs you gain the a 
Psxsnus. 
- But how to gain him # 
Old men love be the laſt arriv'd 
Still _ beſt ; the youngeſt ſteals their ſmiles. 
' PznICLES;: | 
Dymas n can work him to his pleaſure; 
Firſt in ellem, and keeper of his. heart. 
Prxszus. 
To Dymas thou; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean time I'll ſeek my double rival; 
Curb his preſumption, and erect myſelf, 
In all the dignity. of birth, before, him, | 
Whate'er can ſtir the blood, or ſway the mind, 
Is now at ftake ; and double is the loſs, 
When an inferior bears away the prize, 
PericLEs. 
Your brother, dreſs'd for the ſolemnity. 
| Pzas3US, 
To Dymas fly! gain him, and think on this: 
A prince indebted, is a fortune made. 


| F Exit P ericles, 
Enter DewuzTrRIVUS, 
| Duras. 
How, brother! unattir'd ! Have you forgot 
What pomps are due to this illuſtrious day ? 


Pao 
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PIs EUS. 
Tam no gewgaw, e eie 
Some are deſign'd by nature but for ſhew; 
The tinſel and the feather of mankind. | 
DemeTRIVs. 
Brother, of that no more: For ſhame, gird on 
Your glitt'ring arms, and look like any Roman. 
| PzrSEUS, 
No, brother; let the Romas look like me, 
If they're ambitious.— But, I pr'ythee, ſtand ; 
Let me gaze on thee :—Na inglorious figure ! 
More Romano, as it ought: to be. 1. 
| But what is this that dazzles my weak Gght ? 
There's ſunſhine in thy beaver. 
Duzratus. 


Which Alexander wore at Granicus, 
PERSEUS. 


When he ſubdu'd the world? Ha! ut not ſo? 


What world haſt thou ſubdu'd? O, yes; the Fair. 


Think'ſt thou there could in Macedan be found 
No brow might ſuit that t golden blaze, but thine ? 
'Dawarravs, * 
I wore it but to grace this ſacred day ; 
Jar not for trifles. 


Prr8EDS. 
Nothing is a trifle 
That argues the preſumption of the foul.” 
DauzrRlus. : 
"Tis they preſiims, who know not to deſerve. ' 
_ PazrSEUS. | 
Or who, deſerving, ſcorn ſuperior merit. 


'Tis that helmet 


Duz- 


= => 


i 


7 
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DemtTRivus. ; 
Who combats with a brother, wounds himſelf; 
Wave private wrath, and ruſh upon the foes. 


Of Macedenia. | 
13 


No; Iwould not wound 
Demetrias? friends. f 
| Dturraivs. 

Demetrius friends 

TPeiszus. 

You copy Hannibal, our great ally ? 

Say, at what altar was you ſworn their foe ? 

Peace-making brother! Wherefore bring you = | 

But to prevent my glory from the field 2 

The peace = bring, was meant as war to me. 


Dzuzrius. | 
Perſeus, be bold when danger's all your own : 


War now, were war with Philip more than Rome. 
Passus. 

come, you love peace; that fair cheek hates a fear: 

You that admire the Raman, break the bridge 

With Coclet, or with Curtius leap the gulph ; 

Aud league not with the vices of our foes, 

| DzeveTRrIVs, 


What vices ? 


Praszus. 
With their women, and their wits. 
Your idol Lek: ; Lalius the polite. 
| hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 
Terence has own'd your aid, your comrade Terence. 
God-like ambition ! Terence „the flave!l 
Duri. 4 


At Athens bred; and to the arts a foe ? pra- 
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Pznsevs. 
At Zthens bred, 1 frowr-Rins E Shot 
Dzuzrzius. 
Brother, Pe done: Let our contention ceaſe: on 
Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave: 
And how has Philip mourn'd ? A dreadful foe, ho 
And awful king; but, O, the tend'reſt parent 
That ever r wept in fondneſs o'er a child X ec 
Prxszus. 
Why, ay; go tell your father; fondly throw 
Your arms around him; ſtroke him to your parpoſe, 
As you are wont: I boaſt not ſo much worth; It 
I am no picture, by the doating eye 
To be ſurvey'd, and hung about his neck. 
I fight his battles; that's. all I can do. 


But if you boaſt a piety fincere, h 
One way you may ſecure your father's peace 1 
And one alone—Refign Erixene. 

DewzTRIVS. | 
You flatter me, to think her in my power. 10 


We run our fates together; you deſerve, 
And ſhe can Judge ; proceed we then like friends, 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it fairly, 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 


PzrRSEUS. 
| Smooth. ſpeaking, inſincere, inſulting, boy . 
Is then my crown uſurpt but half thy crime? Ern 
Deſiſt, or, by the gods that ſmile on blood. No 
Not thy fine farm, nor yet thy boaſted peace. b 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's tears, | 
Nor Alexander's helmet; no, nor more, NN 


His radiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder; 
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ind ſpread its new divinity between us, 
Should ſave a brother from a brother's fury. [Exit Per. 
Dzurrxtus. | 
ow's this ? The waves ne'er ranches high ten 
Refign thee | yes, Erixenc, with life ! | 
hou in whoſe eye, ſo modeſt, and ſo bright, 
eever wakes, and keeps a veſtal fire, 
cer ſhall I wean my fond, fond heart from thee. - 
But Perſeus warns me to rouze all my powers. 
\; yet I float in dark nncertainty ; 
or, though ſhe ſmiles, I ſound not her defigns 3 
fly, fall, tremble; weep upon her feet, 
nd learn (O all ye gods 1) my final doom 
father! Ha! and on his brow deep thought, 
nd pale concern! Kind beav'n, afſwage his ſorrows, 
hich ſtrike a damp throꝰ all my flames of love. [ Exit, 
Enter Kino and ANT Ou 
| | Kinc. 
Kings of their envy cheat a fooliſh world; 
ate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone 
Might have the pain of knowing all is nothing ; 
he ſeeming means of bliſs but heighten | woe, 
hen impotent, to make their promiſe good : 
Hence, Kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
AnT1GONUS., ©” , 
rue, Sir; *tis empty, or tormenting, all: 
Ihe days of HR are fifters ; all alike; 
None juſt the ſame ; which ſetve to foot us on 
hrough blaſted hopes, with change of fallacy ; 
hile joy is, like to-morrow, ſtill to come: 
or ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. * 


a0 - 134. ? | 
King. 


oſe, 
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Kine, . + 5+ Sd 

Ay, there, PE area pain will * 

Which meets me at the banquet; haunts my pillow; 
Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from me. 
Conſcience, what art thou? Thou tremendous power! ar 
Who doſt inhabit us without our leave; 

And art, within ourſelves, another ſelf ; 

A maſter ſelf, that loves to domineer, 
And treat the monarch frankly as the {lave. 


| nd 
How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ? | Wor 
Make the paſt, preſent; and the future, ru) by ſhe 
How, ever and anon, awake the ſoul, 

As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors,. | ail 
In this long reſtleſs dream, which idiots hug. | 
Nay, wiſe men flatter wich the name af life} -- 1 

—  ANTIGONUS.. : > £85 64 "Wie 
You think to o much. a 8 


Kino. | 

CY n ot 
The gods impoſe, the gods inflict, my thoughts; ire 
And paint my dreams with images of dread. 
Laſt night, in ſleep, I ſaw the 2. bracian queen, 
And her two murder'd ſons, She frown'd upon me, 
And pointed at their wounds. Haw throbb'd my heart! 
H@ ſhook my couch ? And, when the morning came, 
The formidable picture ſtill ſubliſted, , | 
And ſlowly vaniſh'd from my waking eye. * by 
I fear ſome heavy vengeance hangs in air, et 
And conſcious deities infuſe theſe thoughts. 
To warn my ſoul of her approaching doom. = c! 
The gods are rigid when they weigh ſach 85" ig i: 
As ſpeak a ruthleſs heart; they malice. bined. 1 7 


AT RAGE D. 
drops, and bate not one in the repay. 
uld infants hurt me? "Pwas'not like a king, 
AnTiGonus., 
ſy lord, I do confeſs the gods are with us; 
and at our fide in ev'ry act of life; 
Ind on our pillow watch each ſecret thought; 
lay, ſee it in its embryo, yet unborn. 
at their wrath ceaſes on remorſe for guilt ; 
ad well I know your forrows touch your ſons ; 
or is it poſſible but time muſt quench 
ſheir laming bats in a father's tears. 
Kix o. . 
ain comfort ! I this moment overbheard 
y jarring ſons with fury ſhake my walls. 
d! why my curſe from thoſe, that ought to bleſs met 
The queen of Thrace can anſwer that ſad queſtion: 
be had two ſons; but two: And fo have I. 
fortune ſtands with her bow ever bent 
Iver the world; and he who wounds another, 
direct the goddeſs by that part he wounds, 
here to ow deep her arrows in himſelf. 
__"AnTIGONUS. 
own, I think it time your ſons receive 
father's awful counſel ; or, while here, 
ow weary nature calls for kind repoſe, _ 8 
Four curtains will be ſhaken with their broils; \ 
d, when youdie, ſons? blood may ſtain your fomb. 
at other cares demand you now: Tie Eu. | 
6 1 
change of pain ! The Rimans? Periſh bony: h 
ice happy they, who ſleep in bumble life, 
ncach the form ambition blows. Tia meet 2 


1 


C 
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The Great ſhould have the fame of VO 

The conſolation of a little ey 

"Tis all their pay for thoſe ſuperior cares, 

Thoſe pangs of heart, their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 

Where are theſe ſtrangers ? Firſt I'll hear their tale; 

Then ll private with my ſons. | 
 ANTLGONUS, | 


But how 
Intends my lord to make bis peace with Rome: 
Kane... 
Rome calls me fiery ; Let her find, me ſo 
Ax rico us. 
O Sir, forbear! Too late you felt Rome's Power. 
Kino. 
Yes, and that reaſon ſtings me more than ever, | 
To curſe, and bate, and hazard all inn ber. 
Axricon us. 
Hate her too much to give her battle now z | 
Nor to your godlike valour owe your ruin. way 1 
Greece, Theſſaly, Ilhrium, Rome has ſeiz- d; 
Your treaſures waſled, and your phalanx chinn 'A: 
Should ſhe proceed, and ſtrike at Macedon, . 


What would eee n 1% A n . P 
Kino. 25 
a. Philis : All. er. 
PII fake my throne. aL foreigners. Wu 


SCENE deu, ad diſcovers a magnificent throm, d 
Pzxszus, Dzusraius, courtiers, &c. attending. 
PosTHUMIUS andCURTIUs, the Roman ambaſſador, 
enter. has hay The Ki NG eſcendi the throne. 

1 ROSTAUMIUS:,, = 

Phil of e Ta theſe complaintz d rd 

Our friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 

of Rome 
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P:mz nom expects an anſwer, She fits judge, 
And will have right on earth. + | 

: - 74 KiKxG. * 4 
'. - Expects an anſwer! 
[ſo ſhall anſwer, as Nane 
Pos rnuntus. ener 
or more, Sir; as becomes a friend of Rome. 

| Kins. | 
Ir Alexander's heir, to riſe ſtifl higher. 
But to the purpoſe. Thus a king to thoſe 
hat would make kings, and puff them out at pleaſure : 
las Philip done amiſs ? *T'was you provok'd him, 
My cities, which deſerted in my wars, 
thought it meet to puniſh : You deny'd me. 
hen I had hook the walls of Marena, 
You pluckt me thence, and took the tzken town : 
hen you ſent word I ſhould retire from Greece, 
conqueſt at my door, by nature mine; 
nd ſaid, Here end thy realm; as ye were gods! 
Ind gods ye ſhall be, ere Rome humbles me. 
|! this is done; yet Philip is your friend! 
[ this buys friendſhip, where can you find foes ? 
n what regard will ſtern Rome look upon me? 
as a friend, too precious let her hold 


— 


u an enemy, let her proceed, 
id do as ſhe has done; ſhe. need. no more. 
 PosTrbmIvns. 


he Remans do no wrong; yet fill are men: 

nd if to-day an error thwarts their purpoſe, 
0-morrow ſets it right: If Philip loves 
2inion, and the pride that waits on kings, 


ler own eſteem, to caſt a ſtain on mine; L ie 
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(Of which, perhaps, his words too frongly ſavour) . 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it: * 
She can give more than common kings can govern. 8 
Kix o. ; 
Than comes kings 7 Amdadſidcr ! remember 1 
Cann Where firſt my ſword was fluſht with blood. 
Dzuzraivs. [Ha to the king.) 
My lord, forbear. A 
og Kino. . 
And Hanika“ fill lives. * 
PosTHUM1UG. D. 
Becauſe he fled at Can. g < 
-— Kino, £ 
There, indeed, 
I was not with him. * * 
PosThHUuMius, " 
Therefore he fled 33 4 


Since thus you treat us, — hear another charge. 

Why here detain you, priſoner of your power, | 

His daughter, who was once Reme's good ally, I '' 

The king of Thrace * Why is ſhe not reſtor'd ? 

For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. A 

What now has paſs'd, for his (ke we forgive. Li 

{Pointing to Demetrius. WM © 

"BuGSmark this well: There les ſome little diſtance, I 
Philip, between a Romas and a king. [Exrant Romans. Wl 


-Kino, 
How ſay'ft, unſceptred b6aſter! This to me! 
With Hannibal I cleft yon Alpine rocks ; 
With Hannibal choak'd Thrafymene with laughter: : 
But, O the night of Cane's raging field! 
When half the Roman ſenate lay in blood 


. 


Without 


| 
| 
| | 


_ 
- 
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Without our tent, and groan'd, as we carous d! 
Immortal gods! for ſuch another hour ! | 
Then _ my carcaſe to the dogs of Rowe! 
Ax rIcORN us. 


Sir, you forget your ſons. 


KINO. 615 
Leet all e 

[Zxeunt all but the King and his foe. 
Two palſions only take up all my ſoul ; - 
Hatred to Rome, and-tenderneſs for them. 
Draw near, my ſons, and liſten to my age. 
By what has paſs'd, you ſee the ſtate of things «2 
Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecure ; 
And inſolence ſuſtain to ſerve his power: 
And if alliances with Rome are needful, 
Much more among ourſelves. If I muſt bear, 
Unmov'd, an inſult from a ſtrarger's brow, 
Shall not a brother bear a brother's look 
Without impatience? Whither all this tends, 
I'm ſorry that yqur conſcious; hearts can tell you: 
it not moſt ſevere ? Two ſons alone 
Have crown'd my bed; and they two are not brothers. 
ook here, and, from my kind regards to you, 
Copy ſach looks as you ſhould bear each other, 
Why do I figh ? Do you ot know, my ſons? = - 
And if you do- O let me ſigh no more 
Let theſe white hairs put in a claim to peace 

Pens zus. 
Henceforth, my ſole contention with my brother 
s this; which beſt obeys our fathet's will. 


DEAuRETRIUSG. 
Father, if ſimple nature ever ſpeaks | 
2 V OL. II. L In 0 


* 
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In her own language, ſcorning uſeleſs words, 
You ſee her now ; ſhe ſwells into my eyes. 
I take thee tomy heart ; I fold thee in it, 
| [Embracing Perſeus, 
Our father bids ; and that we drank one milk, 
Is now the ſmalleſt motive of my love. 
KING. 
Antigonus, the joy their mother felt 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 
DemeTRIVS. 
See, brother, if he does not weep ! His love 
Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude ; 
But nature will prevail My wag] My father ! 


[ Embraci 
PExsEus. 272 * 
Now cannot I let fall a ſingle tear. 
Kins. 


See! the _ man has caught it too, 


ANT1GONUS, 
Such tears, 


And ſuch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia“ 


KING. 


Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy brother; 
Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him Noe 
Nor either think of empire till I'm dead, - 


* You need not; you reign now ; my heart is yours. 


Sheath your reſentments in your father's peace; 
Come to my boſom both, and ſwear it there. 
[ Embracing his ſons: 
Ax TIcoxvus. 
Look down, ye gods, and change me, if yon can, 
This fight for one more lovely. What ſo ſweet, 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ah! ſo rare, 


þ 
1 
8 
/ 
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As kindred lore, and family repole ! 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee. 
See this, proud Eaſtern monarchs ! and look pale! 
s Armies are rauted, realms o'er-ran by this. 
| KING. 
Or if leagu'd worlds ſuperior forces bring, 
I'd rather die a Father, than a King. 
Fathers alone, a Father's heaft can know ; 
What ſecret tides of ſtill enjoyment flow, 
When brothers love ! But if their hate ſucceeds, 
They wage the war but 'tis the Father bleeds. 


[Exeunt, 
| End of the FIR ZT Ac r. 
f 
LXEXENXEXEREXERERERXEL 
&.C-X: 
. 1 Enter PęRSEAU8S. 
PExs us. 


HY loiters my ambaſſador to Dyna: ? 
His greatneſs will not ſure preſume to ſcorn 
A friendſtiip offer'd from an heir of empire. 


But Pericles returns. g 
[Enter Pericles, 
Is Dymas ours ? 


PgRICLES. 
He's cautious, Sir; he's ſubtle ; he's a courtier; 
. Dyna, is now for you, now for your brother; 
For both, and neither: He's a ſummer-inſeR, 
And loves the ſunſhine : On his gilded wings, 
While the ſcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you; 
As - HK 8 And 
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And ſing his flatteries to both alike : 

The ſcales once fix'd, he'll ſettle on the winner, 

And ſwear his pray'rs drew down the victory 

But what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your brother-? 
| Per$evUs., 

All, all my hopes are at the point of death ! 

The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love : 

He's ever warbling nonſenſe in her ear, 

With all th' intoxication of ſucceſs. 


Darknefs incloſes me; nor ſee I light L 
From any quarter dawn, but from his death. | 
PeRICLEs. [ 

Why fart at bis death; who refolves on * 1 
PzRsEus. E 

Reſolves on mine | / 

: PeRICLES. 
Have you not mark'd the princeſs? 

You have: With what a beam of majeſty 0 
Her eye ſtrikes ſacred awe ! It ſpeaks her mind 1 


Exalted, as it is. Whom loves ſhe then ? 
Demetrius no; Rome's darling; who, no doubt, 1 
Dares court her with your empire. And ſhall Per/eu WM 
Survive that loſs ? Thus he reſolves your death, A 
| PerRSeus, - Y 
Moft true. What crime then to ſtrike firſt ? But . V 
Or when ? or where? O Periclèe:! aſſiſt me. V 
A 


'PERICLES. 
'Tis dangerous. 
PERSEus. * 
The fitter then for me. © 
Per1CLES. . G 
Wait an occaſion that befriends your wiſhes, Bi 


6 Pzr-M © 


{s? 


ſeu; 


$3.0 
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PzzSEUS. 
Go, fool, and teach a cataract to creep! 
Can thirſt of empire, vengeance, . beauty, wait ? 
PERICLES» 
In the mean time, accept a ſtratagem 
That muſt ſecure your empire, or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendſhips gall no leſs 
The king, than you: He dreads their conſequence. . 
D;mas hates Rome; and Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the king ſo powerfully fix 
Demetrius faith, as by his marriage there ? 
For Dymat, thus ( Rome's ſworn, eternal-foe) 
Becomes a ſpy upon his private life, 
And ſurety for. his conduQ. 
| PzRSEVUS.. ; 
| True— But thus 
Our art defeats itſelf. My brother. gain: 
The favourite, and ſo ſtrengthens in his treaſon., 
PerICLES. . * 
Think you, he'll wed her? No; the oelncel « eye A 
Makes no ſuch ſhort-liv'd conqueſt. He'll refuſe, . 
And thus effect what I have ſtrove in vain : 
Yes, he'll refuſe ; and Dymas, in his wrath, 
Will lift for us, and vengeance—— Then the king = 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his ſon's refuſal ; 
And thus we kindle the whole court againſt him. 
PeRSEUS, 
My precious friend, I thank thee. I take wing 
On ardent hope: I think it cannot fail. 
Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme : 
Be gone—Erixene /——1'11 feed her pride [Looking out. 
Once more; but not expend my breath in vain. 
L 3 5 £"_oy 
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This meeting ſtamps unalterable fate; 
I will wed: her, or vengeance. 
Eater Erixene and Delia, l 
O Erixene! 
O princeſs! colder than your Thracian ſnows ! 
See Perſeus, who ne'er ſtoop'd but to the gods, 
Proſtrate before you. Fame and Empire ſue. 
Why have I conquer'd ?—Becauſe you are fair. 
What's Empire ?—But a title to adore you, 
Why doI number in my lineage high 
Heroes and gods ?—That you, ſcarce leſs divine, 
Without a bluſh may liſten to my vows, 
My anceſtor ſubdu'd the world. I dare 
Beyond his pride, and graſp at more, in you. 
Obdurate maid ! or turn, or I expire. 
| ERIXENE. 
If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain 
Should blame himſelf alone; and if 'tis fate, 
"Tis fate in all: Why then your blame on me? 
My crown's precarious, thro” the chance of war; 
But ſure my heart's my own. Each villager 
Is queen of her affections, and can vent 
Her arbitrary fighs where-c'er ſhe pleaſes, _ 
Shall then the daughter of a race of king 
254 i ' Pzxsevs, Ns 
Madam, you juſtly blame the chance of war: | By 
The gods have been unkind : I am not fo. T 
No! Perſeus comes to counter-balance fate; 85 
Thrace ne er was conquer'd—if you ſmile on me.— N. 
Silent! obdurate ſtill! as cold as death! Sb 
But 'tis Demetriu —— 3 


1 
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ErixExE, 
Prince, I take your meaning. 
But, if you truly think his worth prevails, 
How ſtrange Is your requeſt ! | 
PERSEUS. 
No, Madam, no; 
Tho? Love has hurt my mind, I ſtill can judge 
What ſprings the paſſions of the Great controul. 
Ambition is firſt miniſter of ſtate ; 
Love's bat a ſecond in the cabinet ; 
Nor can he feather there his'unfledg'd ſhaft 
But from ambition's wing : But you conceive 
More ſanguine hopes, from him whom Rome ſupports, 
Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne ; 
And thence he ſhines indeed. His charms from thence 
Rs. Ke your ſoul, enamour'd of dominion. 


Exixene. 
Why now you ſhew-me your profound eſteem! 


Demetrius guilt alone has charms for me; | 

'Tis not the prince, but traitor, wins my love. 

dach inſults are not brook'd by royal minds, | 

Howe'er their fortunes ebb; and tho' I mourn, 

An orphan, and a captive, gods there are 

Fear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 
PERSEUS. 

Your cruel treatment of my paſſion — | 

But ['11 not talk.—-This, Madam; only this 

Think not the cauſe, the curſed cayſe of all, 

Shall laugh ſecure, and triumph in my pangs: 

No; by the torments of an heart on fire, 

She gluts my vengeance, who defrauds my love ! [ Exit. 
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ERIXENE. An 

What have I done ? In what a whirlwind rage An 

Has ſnatch'd him hence on ill? 1 frown on Perſcus, To 

And kill Demetrius, To 

DELIA. | To 

Madam, ſee! the prince. To 

Enter DEMETRIUS. Tr 

ERIxXENE. 0 | 

Ah, ie the tempeſt, which ſo long has lobe d. Fre 

ls now full ripe, and burſting o'er your head. An 

This moment Perſeus malice flam'd before me; Go 

ViRorious rage broke thro? his wonted guard, Th 

And menac'd loud your ruin. Fly! O fly | re 

This inſtant. 

DEMETRIUS, 

To what refuge? Pai 

| Eaixany, . Mi 

Rane extends. * 

Her longing arms to claſp you for her own. du 

DEMETRIUS, | Ua 

Madam, *tis prudent; I confeſs it is ; Ig 

But is it loving as true lovers ought, Ar 

To be ſo very prudent in our love? 5 By 


I boaſt not ſo much wiſdom: I prefer 
Death at your feet, before the world without you. 


ERxIxERNE. P, 
In danger thus extreme—— _ | 
DzmETRIVS., * 
Oh! moſt belov'd ! 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you diſcern, * 
That I but execute my brother's purpoſe a 


By ſuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage, 


And. W. 


5 
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And menace aim, to chaſe a rival hence, 
And keep the field alone. Oh! ſhall I leave him 
To gaze whole days; to learn to read your eye; 
To ſtudy your delights; to chide the wind's 
Too rude approach; to bid the ground be ſmooth; 
To follow, like your ſhadow, where you go; 
Tread in your ſteps ; perhaps—to touch your hand. 
death! to minifler in little things ; 
From half a glance to propheſy your will, 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own mind ? | 
Gods ! gods! while worlds divide me from my princeſs, 
That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might grow old, 
Ere he could reach her feet. 

ERIxENE. | 
If Perſeus love 
Pains you, it pains me more. Is your heart'griev'd? 
Mine is tormented: But fince Philip's ſelf 
ls love's great advocate, a flat refuſal 
But blows their rage, and haſtens your deflruAion: | 
Had I not ha? to fear!' were you ſecure! © © 
d eaſe-my boſom of its full diſdain, 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
But, ſce! the grand proceſſion. 
DEMETRIUS, 
We mutt join it. 
Enter the Kix a, Paxszus, Romans, Ax ricoxus, &c. 
Kind. 

Let the proc flicn halt! and here be paid, 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day ! 
The great Luſtration of our martial powers, 


Which, from its diſtant birth to preſent time, 
L 5 Unfolds 
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Unfolds the glories of this antient empire, 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 
Pos ruuuivs. [ Pointing. ] 
What figure's that, O Philip / which precedes ? 
Kin. | 
The founder of our Empire, furious ſon 
Of great Alcides, We're ally'd to heav'n; 
Ard you, I think, call Romulus a god.— 
That, Philip, ſecond of our name; and Bere, 
O bend with awe to h im, whoſe red right hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a ſtar from heav'n, 
With leſſer lights around him, flaming down, 
And bid the laurell'd ſons of Macedonia 
Diink their own Ganges. 
Peseaus. [Alide to Demetrius] 
Give him his helmet, brother. 
Kix. [To his ſont.] 
You lead the troops that join in mock encounter; 
And in no-other may you ever meet ! 
But march one way, and drive the world before you. 
The victor, as our antient rites decree, | 
| Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. 
DrMmuTRIVUS. 
T long, my lord, to ſee the charge begin ; 
The brandiſh'd faulchion, and the claſhing helm, 
'Tho? but in ſport; it is a ſport for men. 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 
And overthrew Darizs, firſt, at home. 
We'll practiſe o'er the plans of future conqueſts, 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play; 
And own the fanlt in fortune, not in us, 
That we but want a foe to be immortal. 
i Per- 


An 


Pzxszus. 
You have ſupply'd my wants: I thank you, brother. 
Kinc. [ Rifing, and coming forwards. Mufic.] 
How-vain all outward effort to ſupply 
The ſoul with joy! The noon-tide ſun is dark, 
And muſic diſcord, when the heart is low: 
Avert its omen! What a damp hangs on me! 
Theſe ſprightly tuneful airs but ſæim along 
The ſurface of my ſoul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting ſound. 
How, like a broken inſtrument, beneath 
The ſkilful touch, my joyleſs heart lies dead! 
Nor anſwers to the maſter's hand divine ! 
ANTIGONUS. 
When men once reach their autumn, fickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, 
In the chill blaſts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comfort then: 
Your grief will damp the triumph, 


KIR G. 
It is over. 


Hear too; the trumpet calls us to the field, 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair princeſs, you and I will go together. 
As Priam and bright Helen did of old, 
To view the war. Your eyes will make them _ 
And raiſe the price of victory itſelf, 
[ll ge out but Perſeus, who has obſerved Demetrius 


and Erixene all this time converfing, and fays be- 


. hind thoughtful and di * d. 
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| -, .PgRSEVS. 
Before my face ſhe feeds him with her ſmiles : 
The king looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 
Ard the boy takes them as not due to me, 
Without remorſe, as happy as ſhe'll make him. . 
Periſh all three! VII ſeek allies elſewhere ; * 
Father and brother, nay, a miſtreſs too. 
Deſiruction, riſe! Though thou art black as night 
Thy mother, and as hideous as de/pair ; 
I'll claſp thee thus, nor think of woman more; 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poiſon ! O to ſtab him in her arms! © 
And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 
Enter PerICLEs., 
f Prices. 1 
Where is my prince ? The nation's on the wing; ; 
No boſom buͤt exults ; no hand but bears 
A garland, or a trophy : And ſhall Per/cus: 
7 Pr RSEUS,. 
Vengeance! 


[ Shouts within. 


- PericCLES. 
Hear how with ſhouts they rend the ſkies! 
| Pe aer, . 

Give me my vengeance! 

8  PERICLES. || | 
Forty thouſand men, 
In poliſh'd armour, ſhine againſt the ſun. 

PerSEUS. ” 
Dare but another word, and not of vengeance, 
And I will uſe thee, as 1 wou'd—my brother. 


— 
Pra- 
* 


7 | 


I. 


— 


— wy 
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PERICLES® 
Vengeance ! on.whom ? 

 PERSBUS-- 

On him, 

PerICLES. 

What — 

Pekszus. 


Blood. 


PerICLES. 
'Tis yours, * 
PERSEUs. 
What god will give it me? 
PtrICLES, 
| Your own right hand. 
PxxsBEUs. 
[ dare not—for my father. 
PerICLES. 
You ſhall dare, 
Pas us. 
Shalt thou dare give encouragement to Perſeus ? 
Unfold thy purpoſe ; Þ'Il outſhoot the mark. 
PgrICLES, 
Where are you going ? 
Paszus. 


To the mock encounter. 
PzrICLES, | 


What more like mock encounter than the true 7 
PERSEUS. 

Enough—He's dead! Twas accident; *twas error: 

No matter what. Ten thouſand ſhare the blame. 
PericLEs. 

Hold, Sir! I had forgot: On this occaſion, 

The troops are ſearch'd ; and foils alone are worn, ; 

PITT. of ſwords, ': © K 5 

| Pzr- 
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Pzaszus. 

An oſier were enough. 1 

Who pains my heart, plants thunder in my hand. 0 

Praicrzs. 0 

But ſhould this fail St 
| Pensevs. 

Impoffible ! 0 

PzRICLES. T 

| | But, ſhould it, T 

The banquet follows. T 
PasrSEVS. 


Poiſon in his wine, 
I thank the gods! my ſpirits are reviv'd! 
I draw immortal vigour from that bowl! 
5 PgrICLES. 
Nay, ſhould both fail, the field and banquet too, 
All fails not; fairer hopes to fair ſucceed: 
For know, my lord, the king receiv'd with joy 
The marriage- ſcheme, and ſent for Dyma daughter. 
PeRSEUS, 
Then there's a ſecond bowl of poiſon for him. 
PgERICLESs 
Yet more: This ev'ning thoſe ambaſſadors, 
Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 
Of public buſineſs, but, in truth, to learn 
Your brother's conduct, are expected home, 
PERSEUS. 
Thoſe whom I ſwore, before they parted hence, 
In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, 
To bring back ſuch reports, as ſhou'd deſtroy him: 
And what if,” to complete our ſecret plan, 
We feign a letter to his friend the conſul, 
To ſtrengthen our ambaſſadors? report? 


Tt 


C 
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PzrICLEs. 8 
That care, my lord, be mine: Ki 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll coanterfeit 
Old Zuintius? hand and ſeal, by former letters 
Sent to the king ; which you can gain with eaſe. 
Prxszus. 
Obſerve—This morning, at their interview, 8 
The Romans in effect, inform'd the king, 
That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore 
The princeſs. This will give much air of truth, 
If our forg'd letters ſay the Romans crown 
Demetrius king of Thrace, and promiſe more, 
P PaaICLEL, 
My lord, it ſhall be done, | 
PznsEUS 
All cannot fail. [Trampets. 
PgRrICL Es. 
The trump2ts found ; the troops are mounted. 
Paszus. 
| Vengeance 
dweet vengeance calls: Nor ever call'd a god 
dach ſwift obedience : Like the rapid wheel, 
| kindle in the courſe; I'm there already; 
Snatch the bright weapon; bound into my ſeat ; 
Strike; triumph; ſee him gaſping on the ground, 
And life, love, empire, ſpringing from his wound. 
When godlike ends, by means unjuſt, ſucceed, = 
The great reſult adorns the daring deed. 7 
Virtue's a ſhackle under fair diſguiſe, 
To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize.[ Exeunt. 


End of the Sx cond ACT. 
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2 . II. 


E mij oy 


| Enter PERSEUS. 
4 
Si 


” Prrsevs. 
OWARDS im ill, like cowards in the field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home, 
In both, is prudence: Guilt, begun, muſt fly 
To guilt conſummate, to be ſafe. 
Enter PER1CLES.- 


T 

PERICLES.- K 

My —— I t 

PERSEUS, By 

Diſturb not my devotions ; they decline T] 


The beaten track, the common path of pray'r —- 
Ve powers of darkneſs! that rejoice in ill; 

All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaſts 

To wither every virtue in the bud ; 


To keep the door of dark conſpiracy, Tt 
And ſnuff the grateful fumes of human blood! Te 
From ſulphur blue, or your red beds of fire, 7 
Or your black ebon thrones, auſpicious riſe; Te 
And, burſting thro' the barriers of this world, As 
Stand in dread contraſt to the golden ſun; Ar 
Fright day-light hence with your infernal ſmiles 

And howl aloud your formidable joy, | Th 


While I tranſport you with the fair record 
Of what your faithful miniſter has done, 


Beyond 


- 
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Beyond your inſpiration, ſelf· impell'd, 
To ſpread your empire, and ſecure his own. 
Hear, and applaud. Now, Pericles / proceed 2. 
Speak ; 1s the letter forg'd ? 
PzRICLES, | 
This moment; and might cheat 


The cunning eye of jealouſy itſelf, 


PeRSEVUS. 
'Tis well: Art thou appris'd of what hath paſt 


Since laſt we parted ?. 
PERICLES.. 


"96 No, my lord. 
PE RSEUs. 


| Then rouſe 
Thy whole at:ention: Here we are in private: 
Know, then, my Pericles, the mock encounter 
| turn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 
But blaſted be the cowards which I led! 
They trembled at a boy. 

; "AY | 

Ha! * 


pe ron us. N 
Mark me well':: 
The villains fled'; but ſoon my prudence turn'd: 
To good account that momentary ſhame. 
Thus pretend twas voluntary flight 
To ſave a'brother's Hood; accuſing him 
As author of that conflict I declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with ardour ſucceſs. 
PezrICLES. 
That's artſul. What enſu'd'?- 
Pexorvs. 
| Thebanquet follow'd; 
Held - 
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Held by the victor, as our rites require: | 
To which his eaſy nature, ſoon appeas'd, 

Invited me, I went not; but ſent ſpies 
To learn what paſs'd: · which ſpies, by chance detedted, 


3 me) were ill us'd. 
PERICLES, 


By whom ? your brother! 
Pxxsus. 
No; by his ſons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus'd, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They, who miſus'd my ſpies, for ſelf-defence, 
| Conceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my genius ſerv'd me. 
PzRICLES. 
You took occaſion, from theſe few in arma, 
To charge a murderous aſſault on all. | 
PensBus, _ 
True, Pericles : But mark my whole SFO 2 
Againſt my brother ſwift I bar my gates; 
Fly to my father; and, with artful tears, 
Accuſe Demetrius; firft, of turning ſports, 
And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal rage; 
Then, of inviting me (till blacker guilt 5 ; 
To ſmiling, death in an invenom'd bowl; 
And, /aft, that, both theſe failing, mad with rage, 
He threw his ſchemes of baffled art aſide, | 
. And with arm'd men avow'dly ſought wy life. 
'ERICLES» 
Three ſtartling articles, and well concerted, 
Fallowing each other in an eaſy train, 
With fair ſimilitude of truth! But, Sir, 
How bore your father ? 


Px - 


gel, 


er? 
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PzRS3EUS, 
Oh! he ſhook! he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting ſoul recall'd with caſe. 
Pries. 
What ſaid he, when recover'd ? 
Praskus. 


His reſolve 
] know not yet; but, ſee, his minion comes; 
And comes perhaps to tell me—But I'll go; 
Suſtain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 
Nought ſo like innocence, as perfe guilt. 2 
If he brings aught of moment, you'll inform me. 
[4: Perſeus gaes off, be is ſrixed by ym 
Enter Dy mas. 
Prices. 
How fares the king ? 
| Dr Mas. 
 Ev'n as an aged oak 
Puſht to and fro, the labour of the ſtorm; if 
Whoſe largeſt branches are ſtruck off by thunder ? 
Yer ſtill he lives, and on the mountain groans ; 
Strong in aflition, awful from his wounds, 
And more rever'd in ruin, than in glory. 
Pg8RICLES» 
I hear prince Perſeus has accus'd his brother. 
Dru. | 
True ; and the king's commands are now gone forth 
To throw them both in chains; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doubt the truth of Perus charge. 
PerICLES. 
What then is his deſign ? | 


Drmas. 
They both this hour 


Muſt 


* 
: 
/ 
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Muſt plead their cauſe before him: Nay, already, 
His nobles, judges, counſellors, are met ; 

And public juſtice wears her ſterneſt form : 

A more momentous trial ne'er was known; 
Whether the pleaders you ſurvey as brothers, 

Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms; 
Whether you ponder, in their awful judge, 

The tender parent, or the mighty king. 

Greece, Athens hears the cauſe : The great reſult 


Is liſe, or death; is infamy, or fame. [T rumpets, 
PRRICLES. | 
What trumpets theſe ? 
; Druas. n 
They ſummon to the court. 
[Exeunt, 


SCENE PAIR the Court, King, 67. 
Emer Druas, and tales bt: place by the Kino- 
KI xc. 
Bring forth the priſoners. 
Strange trial this! Here fit I to debate, 
Wich vital limb to lop, nor that to ſave, 
But render wretched life more wretched ſtill. 
What ſee I, but heav'n's vengeance, in my ſons ? 
Their guilt a ſcourge for mine: Tis thus heay'n writes 
Its awful meaning, plain in human deed, | 
And language leaves to man. 
Enter PRR SEUS and DEMETRIUS in chains, from differ- 
ent fides of the flage; Perſeus follow'd by Pericles 


and Demetrius ) Antigonus, \ 
DrmMas.. 
Dread Sir, your ſons» 
KING. | 


I have no ſons ; and that I ever had, Is 
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I; now my heavieſt curſe: And yet what care, 
What pains, I took to curb their riſing rage 
How often have I rang'd thro! hiſtory 
To find examples for their private uſe ? 
The Theban brothers did I ſet before them — 
What blood! what deſolation ! but in vain! 
For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 
And bring thee patterns thence of brothers“ love; 
The Quintii, and the Scipio's: but in vain! 
If I'm a monarch, where is your obedience? 
If 'm a father, where's your duty to me? 
If old, your veneration due to'years? 
But I have'wept, and you have ſworn, in vain! 
had your ear, and enmity your heart. 
How was this morning's counſel thrown away! 
How happy is your mother in the grave! 

She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs : Her pangs, 
Her pungent pangs, throb thro? the father's heart. 
DeMETRIvUS. . 

You can't. condemn me, Sir, to worſe than this. 

K1NG. 

Than what, thou young deceiver ? While I live, A 

You both with impious wiſhes graſp wy ſceptre : 

tes Nothing i is ſacred, nothing dear, but Empire; 
rother, nor father, can you bear; fierce luſt 

Of Empire burns, extinguiſh'd all beſide. 

Why pant you for it? To give others awe ? 


ts, 


nl, 


1 bc therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it, 
e hile i in a father's hand. 
Dymas: , 
6: tt My lord, your warmth: ; 
Defers the buſineſs, 


Kixc. 
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| Kin. 

| Am I then t warm? 
They that ſhould thelter me from ev'ry blaſt, 
To be themſelves the ſtorm ! O! how Rome triumphs! 
Oh ! how they bring this hoary head to ſhame ! 
Conqueſt and fame, the labour of my life, 
Now turn againſt me; and call in the world 
To gaze at what was Philip, but who now 
Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege==a Wiſh. 
What can I wiſh? Demutrizs may be guiltleſs. 8 
What then is Per/eus ? Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them; but I'm condemn'd already; 
For both are mine; and one—is foul as hell. 
Should theſe two hands wage war, (theſe hands leſsdea!! i 
What boots it which prevails? In both I bleed. 8 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
You'll have no ſecond hearing. Thou forbear. 

[To Demetrius * 


| Pzr$BUS, 
Speak — Twas with utmoſt ſtruggle I forbore, "ho 
' Theſe chains were ſcarce deſign'd to reach my tongue: ith 
Their treſpaſs is ſufficient, topping here. id I 
[Shexwing bis armu "© 


Theſe chains! for what? Are chains for innocence! Meier 
Not ſo; for, ſee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws; 
Nor learn from him defiance of their frown 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike; 
Blood-thirſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin'd prey; 
Perſeus, and He—T will not call him brother: 
| [Pointing at Demetriu 
He wants not that enhancement of his guilt, 


Ou n 
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Kino, 
But cloſer to the point; and lay before us 
Your whole deportment this ill-fated day. 
 PxzR5EvVsS. 
Scarce was he cool from that embrace this morning, 
Which you injoin'd, and I fincerely gave; 
or thought he plann'd my death within my arms; 
Then, holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, er 
e fir'd our friendly ſports to martial rage. 
war, why not fair war ? But that has — 
rom hoſtile conflict, as from brothers“ play, 
e bluſh'd not to invite me to his banquet. 
went not; and in that was I to blame? 
hink you, there nothing had been found but peace, 
rom whence ſoon after ſally'd armed men? | 
hink you I nothing had to fear from ſwords, 
Then from their foils I ſcarce eſcap'd with life? 
r poiſon might bis valour ſurt as well: 
his paſs'd, as ſuits his wiſdom, Macedanians / 
Vho volts o'er elder brothers to a throne. 
gur: th an arm'd rout he came to viſit me, 
id I refuſe to go, a bidden gueſt ? 
ind ſhould I welcome him, a threat'ning foe ? 
eſenting my refuſal ; boiling for revenge 
DrMEeTRIUS. | 
Tis falſe, 


ius. 


nce! 


Axricoxus. 
Forbear— The king! 
Paxskus. | 
Had I received them, 
Au eu now had mourn'd my death, not heard my cauſe.— 
"ues he deny he brought an armed throng ? _ 
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Call thoſe I name; who dare this deed, dare all; 


Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. He 
My death alone can yield a ſtronger proof; Ho 
a no leſs proof than that content a father? Th 


Praictzs. 

Sh you ſee, has art, as well as fire; 
Nor hare the ware worn Athens from his tongue. 

Pass. Ty 
Let him, who ſeeks to bathe in babies blood, 
Not find well-pleaz'd the fountain whence it flow'd; ro 
Let him, who ſhudders at a brother's knife, 
Find refuge in the boſom of a father: 
For where elſe can I fly? whom elſe implore ? 
I bave no Romany, with their eagles wings, 


To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe, © B 
To mount full rebel-high: I have their hatred; Can 
And, thanks to heav'n !- dy/erwe it: Good Demerrin 
Can ſee your towns and kingdoms torn away © 
By theſe proteFors ; and ne'er loſe his tem per. 
My weakneſs! I confeſs, it makes me rave; 

. des WR ROY | Thi. 

Praict rs. Thi 
Was ever ſtronger W of filial love? 0p 
f Penszvs. 

Vain are Rome s hopes, while you and 1 ami Mor 


But ſhould the ſword take me, and age my father, 
(Heav'n grant they /eave him to the ſtroke of age!) 
The kingdom, and the king; are both their own; 
A duteous loyal king, a ſceptred ſlave, 

A willing Macedonian ſlave to Rome. 
| Kix. | 


Firſ let an earthquake ſwallow-Macrdonia. * 


) 


Pet: 
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Pzaszus- 
How, at ſach news, would Hannibal rejoice ? 
How the great ſhade of Alexander ſmile ? | 
The thought quite choaks me up; I can no more, - 

: Kinc, 

proceed! 

Passus. 

No, Sir — Why have I ſpoke at all? 


Twas needleſs : Philip juſtifies my charge z 
Ptilip's the ſingle witneſs which I call, 
To prove Demetrius guilty. 
KING. 
What doſt mean? 
PERSZUs. 
What mean I, Sir! what mean 11—To run mad; 
For who, unſhaken both in heart and brain, | 


Can recollect it! 
| is. 


What? 
PRRGE US. 


This morning they proclaim'd him P;ilis's king: 
This morning they forgave you for his ſake. - 

O pardon, pardon ! I could ſtrike him dead. 

| KI N. 


More temper. ba 


Not more truth; that cannot be! 
and that it cannot, one proof can't eſcape you; 
for what but truth could make me, Sir, fo bold ? 
Rome pats forth all ker firength to crown her minion, 
D-nerrius? vices, thriving of themſelves, 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth. | 
Vor. II. | M Demetrius 


This morning s inſult, 


ä 


——— ů SOC 
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Demetrius is the burden of her ſong ; 


Each river, hill, and dale, bas learnt his name; 5 
While elder Porta in a whiſper dies. V 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives us peace; 13 1 
Demetrius is our god, and would be fo. (\ 
My ſight is ſhort: Look on him you that can; * 
What ſage experience fits upon his brow, | N 
What awful marks of wiſdom, who vouchſafes T 
To patronize a Father, and a King? I' 
Such paange is treaſon, | T 
KING. | Ty 

Treaſon ! Death! 7. 

Persevs. H. 

Nor let che ties of blood bind up the hands Ar 
Of juſtice ; Nature's ties are broke already : T} 
For, who contend before you i- Vour two ſons? T: 


No; read aright; 'tis Maceden, and Rome 
A well-maſk'd foreigner, and your—ozxly fon, 
Guard of your life, and—exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon: What fo fit 
As darkneſs, chains, and death, for ſuch a traitor ? 
| | Kine, 
Speak, 8 e 
| Anz160x Us. 


My lord, he cannot ſpeak ; accept his tear | 
Inſtead of words. 


PrxsEUs. | 

His tears are falſe as they He 

Now, with fine phraſe, and foppery of tongue, — 
More graceful action, and a ſmoother tone, Wi 
That orator of fable, and fair face, - ' ©! - 


Will Geal on your brib'd hearts,” and, as you liſten, 


Plain truth, and 1, plain Perſtus, are forgot. 5 
| | | Yo 


AGE D . 


545 


DEMETRIUS. | 
My Father! King! and Judge ! thrice awful er 
Your Son, your Subject, and your Priſoner, hear; 
Thrice humble ſtate ! If I have grace of ſpeech, 
(Which gives, it ſeems, offence) be that no crime 
Which oft has ſerv'd my country, and my king: 
Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 
That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem : 
lor, oh! he wants not art, tho' grace may fail him : 
The wonted aids of thoſe that are accus'd, 
Has my accuſer ſeiz'd. He ſhed falſe tears, 
That my true ſorrows might ſuſpected flow: 
He ſeeks my life, and calls me Murderer; 
And vows no refuge can he find on earth, 
That I may want it in a father's arms; 
. Taoſe arms, to which e' en ſtrangers fly for ſafety, 
. KIR G. | 
Speak to your charge. 
DEMETRIUS, 
He charges me with treaſon ; - 
? [fm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 
Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treaſon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
| (ought his life? Dares Pzr/eus hold, ſo much, 
His father's welfare cheaper than his own ? 
Leſs cauſe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He ſays, I wade for empire through his blood: 
He ſays, I place my confidence in Rome: | 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 


8 Conciliate love, and i my reign ſecare? 
| 1 


Fa 1 
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Falſe are both charges; and he e them falſe, 


By them together. T 
Ax rico us. A 
That's well urg d. M. 
DemerTrIvVs, 
Mark, Sir, how Perseus, unawares, abſolves me B 
From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt, 
Did I deſign him poiſon at my feaſt ? | Al 
Why then did | provoke him in the field? Ar 
That, as he did, he might refuſe to come ? T! 
When angry he refus'd, I ſhonld have ſooth d W 
His rous'd reſentment, and deferr'd the blow; In 
| Not deſtin'd htm that moment to my ſword, It 
Which I before inſtructed him to ſnuunn. Ro 
Throꝰ fear of death, did he decline my banquet ? Te 
Could I expect admittance then at his? Ca 
Theſe numerous pleas at variance, overthrow | Tr 
Each other, and are advocates for me. W. 
PrExszus. 80 
No, Sir; Pofthumius | is his advocate, At 
Kix. Th 
Art thou afraid that I ſhould hear him out? | 
 DewmeTrIVs, II 
Quit then this picture, this well- painted fear, 
And come to that, which touches him indeed. To 
Why is Demetrius not Ueſpis'd of all, 
His ſecond in-endowments, as in birth ? No 
How dare I draw the thoughts of Maeder ? Th 
How dare I gain eſteem with foreign powers? Fol 
þ Efteem, when gain'd, how dare I to preſerve ? WG 
| Theſe are his ſecret thoughts; theſe burn within; IId 
| Theſe ſting up accuſations in his ſoul To 


6 | Turn But 
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Turn friendly viſits to foul fraud, and murder ; 
And pour in poiſon to the bowl of love. 
Merit is Treaſon i in a younger brother. 
KING. 

But clear your conduct with regard to Rome. 

DemeTRIUs. _- 
Alas! dread Sir, I grieve to find ſet down, 
Among my crimes, what ought to be my praiſe. 
That I went hoſtage, or ambaſſador, 
Was Philip's high command, not my requeſt : 
Indeed, when there, in both thoſe characters, 
| bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 
Reme's favour follow'd. If it is a crime 
To be regarded, fpare a crime you cans'd ; 
Caus'd by your orders, and examples too. 
True, I'm Rome's friend, while Rome is your ally: 
When not, this hoſtage, this ambaſſador, © 
So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her foes ; 
At your command, flies ſwift on wings of fre, | 
The native thunderof a father's arm. 

ANTIGONUS. | 

There ming the Hero, 1 

Dauz raus. 
To cloſe- To thee, I grant, en 

f -. [Speaking to nn 

Not for thy kindneſs, but maligvit ::: ? 
Thy charaQter's my friend, though thou my foe : 
For, ſay, whoſe temper promiſes moſt guilt ? 
Perſeus, importunate, demands my death: 
| do not aſk for his: Ah! noz L feel 7 ff 
Too pow'rful nature pleading for him here : 
But were there no fraternal tie to bind me, | 

NM z | A ſon 
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A ſon of Philip myſt be dear to me. 
If you, my father, bad been angry with me, 
An elder brother, a leſs awefpl parent, 

He ſhould aſſwage you, he ſhould intercede, 
Soften my failings, and indulge my 2 d 
But my aſylum drops its character; 

I find nor there my reſcue, but my ruin. 


Peaszus. 
His bold alurance- : 
| "46; x 
Do not interrupt Un | 
But let thy brother finiſh his defence. 
Dzurrlus. 
O Perſeus! how I tremble as I ſpeak | 

Where is a brother's voice; a brother's eye? 


Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 
Where is our aweful father's dread command 2 


Where a dear, dying mother's laſt requeſt ? 
Forgot, ſcorn'd, bated, trodden under foot ! 1 
Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature! 
Unſon'd! unbrother'd ! nay, unhumaniz'd ! I 
Far from affection, as thou'rt near in blood !. 
Oh! Perſeus, Perſeus But my heart's too full. x 
(Fall; e Antigens Y 
cates T1 Kin, 
Support him, | 
; h PERSEUS: 
Vengeance overtake his crimes, 

? Kin. 

No more! | 
Ax rico us. 0 
See, from his hoary brow, be wipes the dew, 

Which agony _— from him, Be 


. KiIxc. 


NG. 
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Kin, 

Oh! my friend, 
Theſe boys at ſtrife, like Ætra's ſtruggling flames, 
Convulſions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake; 
Shake Philip's firmneſs, and convulſe his heart; 
And, with a fiery flood of civil war, 
Threaten to deluge my divided land. 
Pve heard them both; by neither am convinc'd : 
And yet Demetrius words went through my heart, 
A double crune, Demetrius, is your charge; 
Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 
If you can clear your innocence in one, 
'Twill give us cauſe to think you wrong'd in both. 


DeMETRIUS. 
How ſhall I dear? it, Sir? 
Kixo, P 
This honeſt man 


Deteſts the n If you wed his daughter, 
Rome's foe becomes the guardian of. your faith. 


DzmETRIUS. 
I told Noa. Sir, when I return'd from Rome —— 
RI NG. * 


How Doſt thou want an abſolute command :? 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exact it. 

Aﬀticonus. [Afide to Demetrius. ] 
See yonder guards at, hand, if you refuſe. 
Nay, more; a father, ſo diſtreſs'd, demands 
A ſon's compaſſion, to becalm his heart, 
Oh! Sir, comply. 

DeutrTraVs. [Mfide to Antigonus.] 

| There! there! indeed, you touch me! 
_— if I'm confin'd, and Perſeus free, 
M + I never, 
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I never, never, ſhall behold her more. 
Pardon, ye gods ! an artifice forc'd on me. 


Dread Sir, your ſon complies. [Ta the ling. 
Dy as. 
| Aſtoniſhment ! 
KINO. 


Strike off his chains. Nay, Per/exs too is free: 
They wear no bonds, but thoſe of duty, now. 
Dymas, go thank the prince: He weds your daughter; 
And higheſt honours pay your high deſert. 
| [Exeunt all but e apy 
| Dymas. 
we Sir, without prefumption, may I dare 
To lift my raviſh'd thought 
DEMETRIUS. 


| In what I've done 


I paid a duty to my father's will: 
And ſet you an example, where *tis due, 

Of not with-holding yo. % fas 
| | Drüse. 2 . | 

1 
To you, can never fail, WE | 
DeuzrRIVE. 
Then, Dymas, Trequeſt thee, 
Go ſeek the king, and ſave me from a marriage 
My brother has contriv'd, in artful malice, 
To make me loſe my Father, or my Love. 
Go, charge the juſt refuſal on thyſelf. 
DruAs. 

What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, 
; You, Sir, may diſappoint : But, to take on.me 

The load of the refuſal 


DEMETRIUS. bs 
©, © © Ip mo more Than 


; 
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Than Dymas owes his honour, if he'd ſhun | 
The natural ſurmiſe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this foul treaſon. 
Dr MAs. 
| Sir, the king 
Knows what he does; and if he ſeeks my glory 
DzmMETRIVS. 
In a degree deſtructive of his own, 
Tis yours to diſappoint him, or renounce 
Your duty to your king. 
Dymas.. 
You'll better tell 
Drurrarus. 
Yes, better tell the king, he wounds his honour, 
By lifting up a minion from the duſt, 
And mating him with princes. Uſe your power 
Againſt yourſelf: Yes, uſe it, like a man, 
jn ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
Indulgence, juſtice, and abſolve your maſter. 
Though kings delight in raiſing what they love, 
Leſs owe they to themſelves, than to the throne z, 
Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, 
To ſwell a ſubjeQ's pride, howe'er deſerving; 
| D-rmas. 
What the king grants me | 
DzewaTRLUS. 
Talk not of a grant: 
What a king ought not, that he cane give; 
And what is more than meet from princes bounty, 
I; plunder, not a grant. Think you, his honour 
A perquiſite belonging to your place, ' { 
As favourite paramount? Preſerve the king | 
M 5. From 
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From doing wrong, though wrong is done for 50; 


And ſhew, *tis not in favour to corrupt thee. I 
DrmMas. | \ 

I — os Sir, this honour, 8 
Diukralvs. . I 

2 But would take it. 4 

True majeſty" s the very foul of kings; [ 
And rectitude's the ſoul of majeſty : ; V 
If mining mintons ſap that rectitude, Y 
The king may live, but majeſty expires: E 


And he that leſſens majeſty, impairs 
That juſt obedience public good requires; 
Doubly a traitor, to the Crown, and State. 
Drymas. 
Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas'd to give ? 
DemeTRrIUSs, 
Can a king give thee more than is his Own? 
Know, a king's dignity is gublie wealth; 
Oa that ſubſiſts the nation's fame, and power. 
Shall fawning ſycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory ? + 
What are ſuch wretches ? What, but vapours foul, 
From fens and bogs, by rcyal beams exhal'd, 
That radiance intercepting, which ſhould chear 
The land at large? Hence ſubjetts hearts grow cold, 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 
But, then tis ſlipp'ry ſtanding for the inen: 
Stains on his ermin, to their royal maſter . 
Such miſcreants are; not jewels in his crown. 
If you perſiſt, Sir— But, of words, no more 
To me, to threat, is harder than to do! 


td 9) I) SPE no mano „ee. 
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Druas. 
Let „ this genuine ſon of Empire. 
When the debates divide the doubtful land, 
Should I not know the prince moſt fit to reign ? 
I've try'd you, as an eagle tries-her young, 
And find, your dauntleſs eye is fix'd on glory. 
[ll to the king, and your commands obey, —— 
We muſt give young men opiates in a fever, [ Af. 
Yes, boy, I will obey thee, to thy ruin, 
Erixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. [ Exir Dymas, 
 DamzTRIVS, 
Theſe und nothing woo, but Gold and Power. 
I'm a bold advocate for other love; 
Though, at their bar, indicted for a fool. 
When reaſon, like the ſkilful charioteer, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 
And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory ; paſſions, then, ul 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reaſon, 
Firm in her ſeat, and ſwift in her career, 
Enjoys their violence, and, ſmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame, for high renowõwu nm. 
Take then my ſoul, fair maid! 'tis wholly N 


And thence I feel an energy divine. = 
When objects, worthy praiſe, our hearts approve, © * 
Each virtue grows on conſecrated love: | oP 


And, ſure, ſoft paſſion claims to be forgiyn. | 
When love of beauty is the love of heav'n. 


End of the T H I's o ACT. 1 
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reer rut. 


ACT Iv. | 

| Enter Ex1xen® and DEZIIA. | 

* 1 . : 4 
Enixeny. 

18 plain! 'tis plain! this marriage gains her father: ; 

Hejoin'd to Rome the crown. Thy words were true: I 


He wooes the diadem ; that diadem which I 
Deſpis'd for him. O, how unlike our loves ! 
But it is well ; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dyna daughter! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 
DELIA. 
Madam, you can't be mov'd too much But * 
More now than at the firſt ? 
| ERIXENE. 

At firſt I doubted : 
For who, Neb lov'd like me, could have deliev'd ? 
I diſbeliev'd what Pericles re ported; 
And thought it Perſeus art to wound our loves. 
But when the good Anti gonus, ſworn friend 
To falſe Demetrius, when his word confirm'd it, 
Then paſſion took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods! the dreadful whirl! , 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her: Laughs and plays 

Mingles his dalliance with inſulting mirth ; 

To this new goddeſs offers up my tears; . 
Yes, with my ſhame and torture, wooes her love, 


». ©) „ — 2 4 by oo hy 


' 
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I fee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging fires ! 
Can then. the thing we ſcorn give ſo much-pain ? 
DuL1a. 
ans theſe tranſports give him cauſe to triumph ! 
Enixans. . 
veg apo he ne'er ſhall know it, 
If I can't conquer, I'll conceał my paſſion ; 
And ſtifle all its _ beneath diſdain. 
DIA. 
The Sa minds are moſt relenting too: 
If then Demetrius ſhould repent his crime 
ExIXENx. 
If ſtill my paſſion burns, it ſhall burn inward : 
On the fierce rack in ſilence Pl! expire, 
Before one ſigh eſcape me He repent ! 
What wild extravagance of thought is thine? 
But did he? Who repents has once been falſe: 
In love, repentance but declares our guilt; 
And injur'd honour—ſhall exact. its due. 
In vain his love, nay mine ſhould groan in vain! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, reigns! 
Our firſt love murder'd, is the ſharpeſt pang 
A human heart can feel. 
DzLia 
The king approaches, 
Emer the King, Oe. 
KI. 
Madam, at length we ſee the dawn of peace, 
And hope an end of our domeſtic jars, 
The jealous Perſeus can no longer fear 
Demeirius is a Roman ; ſince this day 
— ——— — of Dymas, Rome's work foe. 
2 
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”  Enrxenuy, 
Already, Sir, Pve heard, and heard with j joys 
Th' important news. 
J Krxo. : 
To make our bliſs run o'er, 


You, Madam, will complete what heav*n begins; 


And ſave the love-fick Perſeus from deſpair : 
That marriage would Jeave Rome without pretence. 


To touch our conqueſt ; and for ever join 

To theſe dominions long-diſputed 7. brace. 
| Enter DyMas. 

 Exrxens. 

Though Thrace by conqueſt ſtoops to Macedon, 
I know my rank, and would preſerve its due. 
With meditated coldneſs have I heard 

Prince Perſeu, vows ; unwilling to conſent, 
Before reſtor'd to my forefathers throne, 
Left that conſent ſhould merit little thanks, 

As flowing leſs from choice than your command: 
But ſince the Roman pride will ſind account 
In my perſiſting ſtill; and Philip ſuffer; 

I quit the lofty thoyght on which I ſtood, 

And yield to your requeſt, 

King. 


* Indulgent gods! 
Bleſt moment! How will this with tranſport fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of pain? 

R Drymas. 

; My lord, I've heard what paſt, and give you joy 
Of Perſeus) nuptials, which your ftate requires: 
But for Demetrius'—think of thoſe no more. 


Far from accepting ſuch a load of glory, 


? 4 . 
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k. 2.4 


A TRAGEDY, 255 


T bring, I bring, my lord, this forſeit head | 
Due to my bold refuſal, 


KINO. 


Dares the boy 


Fall from his promiſe ; and impoſe on thee 
Forc'd diſobedience to my royal pleafure ? 
Druas. | 
No, my moſt honour'd lord, there, there's my crime : 
Fond of the maid, with ardour he preſs'd on : 


But ſhould I dare pollute his blood with mine'? 


But you, Sir, authorize it—ſtill more baſe, 

To wy a maſter ſo profuſely kind. 
Kinc. 

That man is noble on whom Pbilip ſmiles, 

Come, come, there's ſomething more in this=explain. 
Dy mas. 

Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful office? 

Yet can't I tell you more than fame has told ; 

Which ſays Demetrius is in league with Rome, 

Why weds ambition then an humble maid, 

Bat to gain me to treaſon ? What then follows ? 

They l ſay the ſubtile ſtateſman plann'd this marriage, 

To raiſe his blood into his maſter's throne. | 


No, Sir, preſerve my fame ; let life ſuffice. 


Emer PeriCLES. 
Sir, your ambaſſadors arriv'd from Rome— 


[Preſents a letter. 

Kino. 
Ha! [ muſt read it=this will tell me more. * A 
[ After reading it. 


o princeſs} 
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O princeſs! now our only comfort flows 
From your indulgence to my better ſon. 
'This dreadful news precipitates my wiſh. 
To keep rapacious Rome from ſeizing Thrace, 
You cannot.wed too ſoon : My fair ally ! 
What if you bleſs me, aud my ſon, to-morrow ? 
ERIXENE. 
Since you requeſt, and your affairs demand it, 
Without a bluſh—lI think I may comply. 
Sane... 
O daughter ! but no more—The gods will thank you ! 
I go to bleſs my Perſeus with the news. 
Dy Mas. 
Thus the boy's dead in Empire, and in Love. 


[Exeunt King, Dymas, Qc. 


ERIXERXE. 
I triumph ! I'm. reveng'd! I reign I reign! 
Nor thank Demetrius treaſon for a crown. 
Love is our own cauſe, honour is the gods. 
I can be glorious without happineſs ; 
But without glory never can be bleſt. — 


DeL1a. 
"Tis well; but can you wed the man you ſcorn? 
Wh tt ERrIXENE. 


Wed any thing for vengeance on the perj ur d. 
PI now inſult him from an higher ſphere : 

This unexpected turn may gall his pride. + 
Whate'er has pangs for him, has charms for me. 
DeLia 

A rooted love is ſcarce ſa ſoon remov'd. 

|  En1xene. 
If not, the greater virtue to controul it; 
And ſtrike at his heart, though tis through 2 
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DzLta. 
I can't but praiſe this triumph ; yet I dread 
The combat fill. And ſee, the foe draws near. 


Enter DauzTRIUSs.. 


DeweTaIVs, 
Erixene ! el 
Exixzxz. 
85 Lord! 
Drurraius. 
5 My pale cheek ſpeaks, 
My trembling limbs prevent my ek. —_— 
And aſk e 
| Encxant. 
What, my Lord? 
DEMETRIUS. 
My Lord ?—Her eyes 
Confirm i it true, and yet, without a crune, 
I can't belieye it. O Erixene 
| Eaixund. 
I gueſs your meaning, Sir, but am ſurpriz'd d 
That Dyma:' ſon . 
Dug raus. 
Falſe are my ſenſes l falſe both ear and eye |. 
All, all be rather falſe than her I love! 
© Enzxont. 
She paſt not, Sir, this way. | 
Dzuxrarvs. 
I᷑ chen my pain 
Your ſport ? And con Be pretend 
Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the king? 
An artifice made uſe of for your ſake ; 


A proof, not violation, of my love. 


1 
of — * 
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| Ertxene. 
thought not of your love, nor artifice : 
Both were forgot ; or rather, never known. 
But without artifice I tell you this; 
Your brother lays his ſceptre at my feet, 
And whoſe example bids my heart reſiſt 
The charms of empire? 
DemeTRIVUS. 
5 This is woman's ſkill ; 

You ceaſe to loye, and from my condu& ſtrive 
To labour an excuſe. For if indeed | 
Vou thought me falſe,. had you been thus ſerene, 5 
Calm, and unruffled ? No; my heart ſays, No. 
Paſſions, if great, though turn'd to their reverſe, 
Keep their degree, and are great paſſions ſtill, 
And ſhe who, when ſhe chinks her lover falſe, 
Retains her temper, never loſt her heart. | 

| Exrxens, 
That I'm ſerene, ſuys not I never lov'd: 
Indeed the valgat float as paffion drives; 
But noble. minds have reaſon for their queen. 
While you defery'd, my paſſion was fincere ; 
You change, my paffion dies. But pardon, Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much: 
Take my neglect; I can afford no more. 

Drurrxrbs. 
No: rage! flame! thunder! give a thouſand deaths! 
Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm! 
This curſt indifference! which like a froſt 
In northern ſexs, out-does the fierceft ſtorm. 
Commanded by my father to comply, | 
I feign'd obedience ;—Had I then refus'd—— — 
| ER1XENE. 
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Er1xEne. 
grant the conſequence had been moſt dreadſ al! 
I grant taat Dymas' daughter had been angry. 
Deuzrius. 
a Dymas with what rage =— 
» ERIXENE, 


- You well might ra 
To be refus'd. * * 


DeweTRIVG. 
Refus'd ? 
Exixzxx. 
| He told your ſecret; 
The king, and I, and all the court can witneſs, 
\ DeweTRIUS. 
| Refus'd! falſe villain! © the perjur'd ſlave 
Hell- born impoſtor ! Madam, tis moſt falſe ! 
Warm from my heart is every word I ſpeak ! 
The villain lies! Believe the pangs that rend me; 
Believe the witneſs ſtreaming from my eyes, 
And let me ſpeak no more. 
ExixzNx. 
I do believe 
Your grief fincere. Pye heard the maid is fair. 
DeweTrINs. 
Proceed; and thus ade commit that crime - 
You falſely charge on me. The crown has charm'*d you, 
How warm this morning did you prefs my flight 3 
The caufe is plain: An ontrag'd lover's groan, 
And dying agony, moleſt your ear, 
And hurt the muſic of a nuptial ſong. 
Errxene. 
Since your inconflancy perſiſts to charge 
Its crime on my ambition, I'll be kind, 


And 
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And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error, 
Of which you ſeem ſo fond. 
DemeTRIUS. a 
Ahl! ſtay one moment! 


Enter Px sEUs and PerICLEs. 
PERSEUS. 
Frixene + 
DemeTrIVs, 
Diſtraction I. fStarting.] 
ERIXENE, 
'Tis well-tim'd. 
My lord, your brother doubts if I'm ſincere, 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 
I'll break my vow to you— You'll clear my fame, 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
Erixent's at once a bride and queen. 
[Exit Exixene, 
| Prxsgus. | 
When I have work'd him up to violence, 
Bring thou the king, and pity my diſtreſs, 
| I Pericles, be goes outs 
DemETRIUS. 
On what Extremes extreme diſtreſs impels me? 
In things impoſſible I put my truſt 3 
I, in my only brother, find a foe ; 
Yet.in-my rival, hope the greateſt friend. 
When all our hopes are lodg'd in ſuch expedients, 
'Tis as if poiſon were our only food ; 
And death was call'd on as the guard of life. 
" ParSEUs. | 


Why doſt thou droop ? 


Daun- 
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DzweTRIVs. 
Becauſe I'm dead: quite dead 

To hope; and yet rebellious to deſpair ; 
Like ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct ?—Stranger my diſtreſs ; 
Beyond example both ! Who e'er before me 
Preſs'd his worſt foe, to prove his trueſt friend? 
But though thou'rt nt my Brother, thou'rt a Mas; 
And, if a man, compaſſionate the worſt 
That man can feel; though found that worſt in me, 


Pxxszus. 
What would'ſt? 
- DemegrrIvs. 
| Unclinch thy talons from thy prey ; 
Let the dove fly to hit her neſt again. [Striking bis 
For, oh! the maid's unalienably mine, breaſt. 


Though now thro? rage run mad, and turn'd to thee. 
How often have Llanguiſh'd at her feet? 

Baſk'd in her eye, and revell'd ip her ſmile ? 
How oſten, as ſhe liſlen'd to my vows, - 
Trembling and pale with agonies of . 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ſtars ? 

| Pen$evUs. 
There Dyna daughter ſhone above the reft, 
Iluſtrious in thy ſight. - 
DewusTRIVUS, 

Thy taunt, how fale! — 
no leſs preſs your int'reſt than my own. 
Think you 'tis poſſible her heart, ſo long 
Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 
ln tendereſt returns of love divine, 

Can in one day be yours ?——Impoflible ! 
Pxxszus. 
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| PezsEUS. 
If 'm deceiv'd, I'm pleas'd with the deceit, F 
How my heart dances in the golden dream! 


In pity do not wake me till to-morrow. | 
| DemsTRIVS. / 
Then thou'lt wake diſtracted.— Truſt me, Saf, 11 
She gives her hand alone. 
| PERSEVS.. 


Nor need I more; 

That hand's enough that brings a ſceptre in it. 

I ſcorn a prince who weds with meaner views, 1 
Her duty's mine, and I conceive ſmall pain 

From your ſweet error, that her love is yours, 

I'm pleas'd ſuch cordial thoughts of FRED own metit 


Support you in diſtreſs, 
DEMETRIUS. 


Inhuman Per/eus “ 
If pity dwells within the heart of man, k 
If due that pity to the laſt diſtreſs, ; 
Pity a lover exquiſitely pain'd ; 5 
A lover exquiſitely pain'd by you. 
Oh! in the name of all the gods, relent! W 
Give me my princeſs | give her to my throes! Dr 
Amidit a thouſand yen may chuſe a Love; | Ar 
The ſpacious earth contains but one for me.—— 
But oh! I rave: Art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like muſic at his ear? 
And would as wine, as nectar, drink my blood? 
Are all my hopes of mercy lodg'd in thee ? 
O rigid gods l. and; ſhalll Ethen fall down ! 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears? 
Yes, I will drown thee with my tears, my blood, = 
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80 thou afford a — ear to pangs, 
A brother's pangs, a brother's broken heart. 
es PxsEus. 
pardon, Demetrius, but the Fines calls, 
And I am baund to gb. | 
| Dawpraivhe,. bd i 
 O fray, an beld f him. 
PzrSEUS. , 
'* You tremble, 
DeMETRIVS. 
he princeſs calls, and you are bound to go? 


PerxzEUS. 
E'en ſo. 


Dru rRlus. 
What Fwy 
Pexszus. 
Mine. 
| Drurrzius. 
94 Tis falſe. 
PersEvUs. 
- + Unhand me, 
DemeTrIVs. 
What, ſee, talk, touch, nay taſte her ; like a bee 
Draw honey from her wounded lip, while I 
Am ſtung to death ! | 
Pen SEUS. 
The triumph once was your 8. 
| DemETRIVS. | 
Rip up my breaſt, or you ſhall never flir. 
My heart may vifit her! O! take it with you. 
Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been? 
Have I not claſp'd her ſhadow? Trod her Reps? 


Tranſported trod! as if they led to heaven! 
Each 
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Each morn my life I lighted at her eye, 
And, ev'ry evening, at its cloſe, expir' d. 


Pzxsgus. 


Fie! thou'rt a Reman ; can a Roman weep ? 
dure Alexander's helmet can ſuſtain 


Far heavier ftrokes than theſe. For ſhame, Demetrius, 


E'en ſnatch up the next Sabin in thy way, 


"Twill do as well, [ Going, 
/Dulibbaths: | 


Buy heaven, you ſhall not ſtir. 
Long as I live, I ſtand a world between you, 
And keep you diſtant as the poles aſunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life ; 
Thy bloody paſs cleave through thy brother's breaſt, 
1 beg, I challenge, I provoke my death. 
Ii, hand upon his word. 
Enter King and Dymas. © 
PeRsEUS, 
You will not murder me ? 
DemeTRIVs. | 
Yes, you and all. 
KinG. 
How like a tyger foaming o'er his prey !—— 
Pzr$SEVs, " 
Now, Sir, believe your eye, believe your ear, 
And ſtill believe me perjur'd, as this morning. 
EKIxS. | 
Heav'n's wrath's exhauſted, there's no more to fear. 
My darling ſon found criminal in all. 
Dauzraius. 
That villain there to blaſt me! Ves, P11 ſpeak ; 
For what have I to fear, who feel the work: ? | 


Tis 
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'Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir, 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; 

But his confeſſion ſhall redeem my fame, 

And re-inthrone me in my princeſs” ſmile ; 

Or I'll return that falſe embrace he gave me, 

And ſtab him in your ſight. 


KING. 
Hold, inſolent! 
Where's your reſpect to me ? 


DemeTRIVS. 

O royal Sir! 
That has undone me. Thro' reſpect I gave 
A feign'd conſent, which his black artifice 
Has turn'd to my deſtruction. I refus'd 
That ſlave's, that curſed ſlave's, that ſtateſman's daughter, 
And he pretends ſhe was refus'd by ham. 
Herce, hence, this deſolation. Nought I fear, 
Tho? Nature groan her laſt. And ſhall he then 


Eſcape and triumph? 
KING. 


Guards there! ſeize the prince ! 
The man you menace you ſhall learn to fear. 
[ He is ſeix d. 
Dy mas. 
old, Sir! not this for me! It is your ſon : 
hat is my life, tho' pour'd upon your feet? 
Kine. 
i: this a ſon ? 
DewmeTRIUS. 


No, Sir ; my crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour, 
10 catch the glories of a falling crown, 
land fave it from pollution. But I've done. 
Vor. II. N I die 
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I die, unleſs my princeſs is reſtor d; [ Pointing ro Dymas. 
And if I die, by heav'n and earth, and hell! 

His ſordid blood ſhall mingle with the duſt ; 

And ſee if thence *twill mount into the throne, 

O Sir! think of it! I'll expect my fate, [Exit Dem, 


KING. 


And thou malt have it. 
Dru4s. 
How, my Lord; in tears ! 
„„ 
As if the gods came down in evidence! 
How many ſudden rays of proof concur 
To my conviction? Was ever equal boldneſs ? + - 
But 'tis no wonder from a brother-king ; 
| ; [ Produces the forg'd liter, 
This king of Thrace—To-morrow he'll be king 
Of Macedon. He therefore dies to-night. 
Per$SEUs.  [ Aide to Dymas. ] 
And yet I doubt it; for I know his fondneſs. 
Thou practiſe well the leſſon I have taught thee, 
While I pur on a ſolemn face of woe, 
Afflicted for a brother's early fall. 
Heaven knows with what regret. —— But, Sir, your 
ſafety—Pr/enting the mandate for Demetrius“ death. 
Kins, 
What giv'ſt thou here? 
e Bas. 
Your paſſport to renown. 
You ſign your apotheoſis in that. 
W hat ſcales the ſkies, but zeal for public good ? 
| PERSLUS. . 
How god-like mercy ? Dr Mas. 


It 


A TRAGEDY. 267 


DymMas. 


Mercy to mankind, 
By treaſon aw'd. 
Kinc., [ToPerſeus.] 


Muſt then thy brother bleed ? 
[Dymas /eeming at a lof5, Perſeus whiſpers him, 
and gives a letter. 


Druas. [Locking on the letter. 
No, Sir ; the king of Thrace. 


KinG. 
Why that is true 
Yet who, if not a father, ſhould forgive ? 
Druas. 
Who, Sir, if not a Philip, ſhould be juſt  * 


King. [To Dymas. ] 
[s*t not my ſon ? 


Dy mas. 
If not, far leſs his guilt, 
KinG. [To Perſeus. ] 
Is not my other Per/exs ? 


PERSEUS, 
Sir, I thank you ; 
That ſeeks your crown, and life, 
Kin, __ 
nd // 
Dr Mas. MY 
No, Sir; 
He'll only take your crown; you ſtill may live. 
| nue. 
Heav'n blaſt thee for that thought 1 
Pexszus. 
Why ſhakes my father ? 
KixG. 


It labs, it gnaws, it harrows up m) ſoul. 
N 2 Is 
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Is he not young? Was he not much indulg'd ? 
[ Gall'd by his brother? Doubted by his father? 
Tempted by Rome? A nation to a wort ? 


DrymMas. 
O a mere infant——that depoſes kings. 


KING. 
No; once he ſav'd my crown, 


Dymas. 
And now would wear it, 


KING. Nag 


How my head ſwims! 
PersEvs. , 


Nor ſtrange ; the taſk is hard. 
| DrymMas. | 
vet ſcarce for him. Brutus was but a Roman : 
[ Speaking as if he would nat have the king bear. 
Yet like a Philip dar'd ; and is immortal. 
| Kin. 


- ] hear thee, Dymas ; ; give me then the mandate. 
[ Going to ſign, he flops ſhort. 
Dyas. 
No wonder if his mother thus had paus'd. 
PersEuUs. [Aſide.] 
Rank cankers on thy tongue; why mention her ? 
Kino. 


O gods! I ſee her now; what am I doing ? 
[T hrows away the ſtyle. 


] ſee her dying eye let fall a tear 
In favour of Demetrius, Shall I ſtab 
Her lovely image ſtampt on every feature? 


Dy Mas. 


His foul eſcap'd it, Sir. 


KinG. 


1 Thou ly'ſt; begone. i 
[Perſeus and Dymas in great confuſion : Perſeus 22 
pers Dy mas. Dxru4s. 


A TRAGEDY. 2865 


Druas. [Afide, to Perſeus, 
True; that, or nought, will touch him. 


If, Sir, your mercy—— [To the king, 
PersEvs. | 
O ſpeak on of mercy ; 
Mercy, the darling attribute of heav'n. 
| DyMas. 
If you ould ſpare him 
KixG. 
What if I ſpare him? 
Dymas. 
I dare not ſay—Your wrath again might riſe, 
| KING. 1 
es, if thov'rt ſilent What if Ie ſpare him? 
f DruaAs. 
Why if you feuld—proud Rome would thank you for it. 
; Kin. 


Rome /—Her applauſe more thocks me than his death. 

O thou, death's orator ! dread advocate 

For bowelleſs ſeverity ! aſſiſt 

My trembling hand, as thou haſt ſteel'd my heart; 

And if it is guilt in me, ſhare tac guilt, 

He's dead, [Signs.] And if I blot it with one tear, 

Perſeus, though leſs affected, will forgive me. 
PRxsEus. 

Forgive! Sir, I applaud, and wiſh my ſorrow 

Was mild enough to weep. 

[The King going ont, meets Demetrius in mourning, 
introduced by Antigonus. The King farts back, 
and drops on Dymas.” Recovering, Jpeats. 

: KING. 
This, Fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite o'erwhelms me, 
It leſs had ſhock'd me, had I met his ghoſt, 


This is a plot to ſentence me to death, — 
N 3 What 
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What haſt thou done, my mortal foe! thrown bars 
[To Antigonus, 
Athwart my glory but thy ſcheme ſhall fail. 
As ruſhing torrents ſweep th' obſtructed mound, 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way, 
Yet keeps his purpoſe ſtill. 
[Perſeus and Pericles whiſper a/ide. 
PERICLES. 
I can't but fear it. 
PERSEUS. 
J grant the danger great; yet don't deſpair : 
ove is againſt thee, Perſeus on thy ſide. 
ANT1IGONUS. 
'The prince, dread Sir, low on his bended me 
KING. 
This way, Antigonus.—Do'ſt mark his bloom? 
Grace in his aſpeR, grandeur in his mien? 
ANT1GONUS. 
I do. 
| Kine. 
"Tis falſe ; take a king's word.— He's dead. — 
That darling of my ſoul would ſtab me ſleeping. 
How dar'ſt :hou ſtart ? Art thou the traitor's father ? 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me 
How his grave yawns: Oh! that it was my own. 
ANT1GONUS, 
Mourn not the guilty. 
f EK IN. 

No; he's innocent: 
Death pays his debt to juſtice; and that done, 
I grant him till my ſon ; as ſuch I love him: 
Yes, and will claſp him-to my breaſt, while yet 

His clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 
| Prxszus. 
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PersEUs. [Afide.] 
A curſe on that embrace, 
Dy mas. 
Nay worſe ; he weeps. 
KING. 
Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compaſſion; 
My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. 
DemeTRIVS. 
And am I then to die? If death's decreed, 
Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For youll beg, for you I pour my tears; 
You are deceiv'd, diſhonour'd ; I am only ſlain. 


Oh! Father— 
Kin. 


Father ?—There's no father here; 
| Forbear to wound me with that tender name; 
Nor raiſe all nature up in arms againft me. 

DEMETRIUS. 
My Father ! Guardian! Friend! nay, Deity! 
What leſs than gods give being, life, and death ! 
My dying mother 

Kinc. 


Hold thy peace, I charge thee. 


DzmETRIUS. 
Prefling your hand, and bathing it with tears, 
Bequeath'd your tenderneſs for her to me; 
And, low on earth, my legacy I claim, 


Claſping your knee, though baniſh'd from your breaſt. 


- Eine. 


My knees! Would that were all; he graſps my heart. | 


Perſeus, canſt thou ſtand by and ſee me ruin'd ? 


[Reaching his hand to Perſeus. 


N 4 PERSEUS, 


| 
| 
| 
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ae, 
Looſe, lodſe thy hold.—It is my father too. 
| Kix, 
Yes, Macedun, and thine, and T1! preſerve thee. 
DemETRIVUSs. 
Whs once before preſery'd it from the Thracian ? 
And who, at Thraſzmene turn'd the lifted bolt 
From Philip's hoary brow ? 
KINO. 
| I'Il hear no more, 
O Per/eus ! Dymas ! Pericles ! aſſiſt me, 
Unbind me, difinchant me, break this charm 
Of Nature, that accomplice with my foes ; 
Rend me,. O rend me, from the friend of Rome. 
PERSEUsS. | 
Yay ther, howe'er reluctant, aid I my. 
Tue friend of Rome P==That ſevers you for ever; 


Though moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; 


As lightning rends the knotted oak aſunder. 
DeuzrRlus. 

In ſpite of lightning, I renew the tie; 

And ſtubborn is the graſp of dying men. 


Who's he that ſhall divide me from myſelf? 


[Demetrius is forc'd from the King's knees, on which, 
ftarting up, he flings his arms round his father. 
Still of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
I'll bleed on my aſylum, dart my ſoul 
In this embrace, and thus my treaſon crown. 
Kin. 
Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, 
From the curs'd * Eagle's talons wrench my crown; 


* The Roman enſign, 
And 
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And this barb' d arrow from my breaſt—'Tis done; 


[ Forc'd aſundere. 
And the blood guſhes after it.! faint. 
Dramas. 
Support the king. 
PersEUs, 


While treaſon licks the duft. 
[Pointing at Demetrius, fallen in the froggits 


® Druas. 
A field well fought. 
PE RSsEus. 
And juſtice has prevailꝰd. 
KING. 


O that the traitor could conceal the ſon! - 

Farewel, once beſt belov'd | ſtill moſt deplor'd! 

He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 
[Exit Kix 


DemMETRIUS. 


Proftrate on thee, my mother earth, be thou 


Kinder than brother, or than father; open 
And ſave me in thy boſom from my—Friend: : 
Friends, ſworn to waſh their hands in guiltleſs tears.» 
And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood ; 
As if relation ſever'd human hearts, 
Or that deſtruction was the child of love. 

PersSEvs. 
Farewel, young traitor ; if they aſk below, 
Who ſent thee beardleſs down, ſay, Honef# Perſeus - 
Whom reaſon ſways, not inſtindt; who can ſtrike 
At horrid parricide, and flagrant treaſon, 
Though through a hoſom dearer than his own. 
Think'ſt thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 


The gods and Perſeus war with nought but guilt. 
Ns Bur 
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But I muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt commands 
To your Erixene ? She chides my ſtay, en Perſeus. 
; DemzTRIUS. 
Without the token of a brother's love, 
He could not part; my death was not enough—— 
I came for mercy, and I find it here :-! 
And death is mercy, ſince my love is loſt. 
Alas! my father too; my heart achs for him: | 
And Perfour,— fain would I forgive een thee: 
But Philip's ſufferings cry too loud againſt it. 


Blind author, and ſure mourner of my death ! 
Father moſt dear! what pangs haſt thou to come? 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, ; 


Who, while in ſleep hig fever'd fancy glows, 
Draws his keen ſword, and ſheathes it in his foes; 
But, waking, ſtarts upright, in wild ſurprize, 
To feel warm blood glide round him as he lies; \ 
To ſee his reeking hands in crimſon dy'd, 
And a pale corſe extended by his fide : 
He views with horror, what mad dreams have done, ” 
And finks, heart-broken, on a murder'd ſon. 
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Kinc, PoSTHUMLUS, meeting. 

PoeTHUmM1IUS. 


E, in behalf of our allies, O King! 
Calld on thee , to clear thy glory; 
5 Nor 


- 
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Nor wonder now that Ph:lip is unjuſt - 
To ſtrangers, who has murder'd his own ſon. 


K NG. 
Tis falſe. 


Posruvvs. 
No thanks to Philip that he fled. 


Kix. 


A traitor is no ſon. 
LS PosTHUMIUS. 


Heav'n's vengeance on me, 
If he refus'd not yeſterday thy crown, 
Though Life and Love both brib'd him to comply. 
KinG. 


dee there. [ Gives the leiter. 
| Pos r Huus. 
Tis not the conſul's hand, or ſeal. 
| Kins. 
You're his accomplices. 
PoSTHUMIUS. 
We're his avengers. 
Tis war. 
Kinc. 
Eternal war. 
PosTHUMIUS. 
Next time we meet 
Kix d. 
Is in the Capitol. — Haſte, fly my gs 
PosTHUMIVUS. 
No longer thine. 
Kinc. 
Yes, and proud Rome a province. 


' [Exit Poſthumius, Sc. 


They brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
| _ N6 The 
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The name of king the proſtrate world ador'd, 
Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together, — 
But let me pauſe, Not Quintius' hand, or ſeal }— 
' Doubt and impatience, like thick ſmoke and fire, 
Cloud and torment my reaſon. 
ANT1GONUS. 
Sir, recall, 
And re-examine thoſe you ſent to Rome : 
You took their evidence in haſte and anger. 
2 Teeny if they refuſe, will tell the truth. 
KING. 

Go, ſtop the nuptials, till you hear from me. 

[Exit K ing and Antigonus. 

Enter ERIXENE and DELIA, —_— 
DeL1a. 
Madam, the prince, who fled from Gras death, 
Attempting his eſcape to foreign realms, 
Was lately taken at the city gates, 
So ſtrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs ; 
And now, confin'd, expects his final doom. 
ERIXENE. 

Impriſon'd, and to die And let him die. 
Bid Dymas? daughter weep—l half forgot 
His perjur'd inſolence.— I'll go and glut 
My vengeance. O how juſt a traitor's death! 
And blacker ſtill, a traitor to my Jove. 

[ Exeunt Erixene and Delia. 

Scene draws, and ſbeaus Demetrius in priſon, 
DEMETRIUS. 

Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace ! 
Thou home of horror ! hideous neft of crimes ! 
Guilt's firſt ſad flage in her dark road to hell! 
Ye thick-barr'd ſunleſs paſſages for air, 


. 


> 7 * 2 © Ho 18 OT a 


To keep alive the wretch that longs to die! 
Ye low-brow'd arches, through whoſe ſullen gloom, 
Reſound the ceaſeleſs groans of pale deſpair ! 
Ye dreadful ſhambles, cak'd with human blood 
Receive a gueſt, from far, far other ſcenes, 
From pompous courts, from ſhouting victories, 
Carouſing feſtivals, harmonious bow'rs, 
And the ſoft Chains of heart-diſſolving love. 
Oh! how unlike to 75% heart- breaking load 
Of ſhame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off, 
O welcome death, no, never but by thee. —— 
Nor has a foe done this.—A friend! A father 
O that I could have dy'd without their guilt, 
; [Enter Erixene. Demetrius gazing at ber.] 
So look'd in chaos the firſt beam of light: 

How drives the ſtrong enchantment of her eye 
All horror hence |—How die the thoughts of death 
ERIXENE. 

I knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it. 

Shame chides me back; for to inſult his woes 

Is too ſevere; and to condole, too kind, - [Going, 
DrurrRlus. | 

Thus I arreſt you in the name of mercy, 

And dare compel your ſtay : Is then one look, 

One word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 

When I ſtand tottering on the brink of death, 

A cruel ignominious death, too much 

For one that loves like me? A length of years 

You may devote to my bleſt rival's arms, 

J aſk but one ſhort moment. O permit, 

Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee, 

To thee, thou dear equivalent for life — 


Cruel, relentleſs, marble-hearted maid ! 
8 Erixs 
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ExzIxXENE. 
— perſiſt to do me wrong ; 
For, know, though I behold thee as thou art, 
Doubly a traitor, to the ſtate and me ; 
Thy ſorrow, thy diſtreſs, have touch'd my es: 
"ON GERNI pity thee, 
Enter Orriczx. 
Orrices. 
My Lord, your time is ſhort, and death waits for you. 
ERIXENE, 
Death ?—1 forgive thee from my inmoſt ſoul. 
Ds8METRIUS. | | 
Forgive me? Oh! thou need'ſt not to forgive; 
If impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambuſh yet, but will ſtart up, . 
And ſeize thy trembling ſoul, when mine is fled. 
 OT've a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay. 
ER1XENE, 
And I am come a ſecret to diſcloſe, 
That might awake thee, wert thou dead Ee 
OrriezR. 


My Lord, your final moment is expir d. 
Dzuz raus and ERIRExI. 


Sen one ſhort moment more. 
DzMETRIUS. 
| No; death lets l 


The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. 
[1s forced out. 
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ERIXENE, 
Oh I've a darker dungeon in my ſoul, 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
What revolutions in the human heart 
Will pity cauſe | What horrid deeds revenge ! (Los 


r 
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Scene fbuts. Enter AnT1GONUs, with attendants. 
AnT1conus. 

How diſtant virtue dwells from mortal man ! 
Was't not that each man calls for others' virtue, 
Her very name on earth would be forgot, 
And leave the tongue, as it hath left the heart. 
Was ever ſuch a labour'd plan of guilt? | 
Take the king's mandate, to the priſon fly, 
Throw wide the gates, and let Demetrius know 
The full detail, 


| [Enter Enixtns, 
The princeſs ! ha! be gone; [To the attendant. 
While I tir up an equal tranſport here. 
Princeſs, I fee your griefs, and judge the cauſe : 
But I bring news might raiſe you from your grave ; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy. 
Juſt gods! the virtuous will at laſt prevail. 
On motives here too tedious to relate, 
I begg'd the king to re-examine thoſe, 
Who came from Rome. The king approv'd my counſe). 


Surpriz'd, and conſcious, in their charge they falter'd, 


And threaten'd tortures ſoon diſcover'd all: 
That Perſeus brib'd them to their perjuries ; 
That 2uintius? letter was a forgery ; 
That prince Demetrius? intercourſe with Rome 
Was innocent of treaſon to the State. 
| ERxIXENE, 
O my ſwoln heart! What will the gods do with me? 
Ax rico us. | 
And to confirm this moſt ſurprizing news, 
Dymas, who, ſtriving to ſuppreſs a tumult, 
The rumour of Demetrius flight had rais'd, 
Was wounded fore, with his laſt breath ms 
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The prince refus'd his daughter; which affront 
Inflam'd the ſtateſman to his prince's ruin. 


| ERISENE. | 
Did he refuſe her ? [ Swoons, 


ANT1IGON us. 
Quite o'ercome with joy! 
Tranſported out of life The gods reſtore ! 
ExIxENE. 
Ah! why recall me? This is a new kind 
Of murder; molt ſevere! that dooms to liz. 
ANT1GONUS, 
Fair princeſs, you confound me, 


ERIXENE. 
Am I fair? 


Am I a princeſs ? Love and Empire mine ? 

Gay, gorgeous viſions dancing in my ſight! 

No, here I ſtand a naked ſhipwreck'd wretch, 

Cold, trembling, pale, ſpent, helpleſs, hopeleſs, maid ; 

Caſt on a ſhors.as cruel as the waves, 

O'er-hung with rugged rocks, too ſteep to climb ; 

The mountain billows loud, come foaming in 

Tremendous ; and confound, ere they . 
ANT1GONUS, 

Madam, the king abſolves you from your vow. 

ERIXENE. : 

For me, it matters not; but oh! the prince 

When he had ſhot the gulph of his deſpair ; 

Emerging into all the light of heav'n, 

His heart, high-beating with well-grounded hope; 

Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſs, 

Like a poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 

And ſwam to what he deems an happy iſle, 


When, lo! the ſavage natives drink his blood. 4 


* 
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Ah! why is vengeance ſweet to woman's pride, 
As rapture to her love? It has undone me. 
DrIA. 


Madam, he comes. 
ERIXENE, 
Leave us, Antigonus. 
ANT1GONUs. 
What dreadful ſecret this ?—But Ill ebey, 
Invoke the gods, and leave the reſt to fate. [Exit Ant. 
ERIxXERNE. 
How terribly triumphant comes the wretch ! 
He comes, like flowers ambroſial, early born, 
To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm, 
Enter DzmeTRIVS, 
| DemMETRIUS, 
After an age of abſence in one hour, 
Have I then found thee, thou celeſtial maid * ' 
Like a fair Venus in a ſtormy ſea; 
Or a bright goddeſs, through the ſhades of night, 
Dropt from the ſtars, to theſe bleſt arms agen? 
How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain! 
Why throbs my heart ſo turbulently ftrong, 
Pain'd at thy preſence, through redundant joy, 
Like a poor miſer, beggar'd by his ſtore ? 
ER1XENE, 
Demetrius, joy and ſorrow dwell too near. 
DemzTRrRIUs, 
Talk not of ſorrow, leſt the gods reſent 
As under-priz'd ſo loud a call to joy. 
I live, I love, am lov'd, I have her here! 
Rapture, in preſent, and in proſpeA, more! 
No rival, no deſtroyer, no deſpair ; 


For 
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For jealouſies, for partings, groans, and death, 
A train of joys, the gods alone can name! 
When heav'n deſcends in bleſſings ſo profuſe, 
So ſudden, ſo ſurpaſſing hope's extreme, | 
Like the ſun burſting from the midnight gloom, 
Tis impious to be niggards in delight; 
Joy becomes duty; heav'n call; for ſome exceſs, 
And tranſport flames as incenſe to the ſkies. 
ER1XENE, 
. 8 how dreadful ! | | 
DemMeTRIVUS, | 
Turns Erixene ? 
Can ſhe not bear the ſunſhine of our fate ? 
Meridian happineſs is pour'd around us; 
The laughing loves deſcend in ſwarms upon us, | 
And where we tread is an eternal ſpring. 
By heav'n, I almoſt pity guilty Perſeus 
For ſuch a loſs. 


ExIxzxx. 
That ſtabs me through and through 
DzmeTRIVS, 
What ſtabs thee? Speak. Have I then loſt thy love 
ER1XENE, 
| To my confuſion, be it ſpoke.—. Tis thine, 
DEMETRIUS, 
To thy confuſion ! Is it then a crime ? 
You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fame 


ERrIXENE, 
I heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran diſtracted, 
DemETRIUS. 
Aſtoniſhment! 
Ekixzxt. 


I've nothing elſe to give thee. 


[Hs 


ve 
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[He fleps back in aſtoniſhment ; ſhe in agony; and 
| both are filent for ſome time. 
He is ſtruck dumb,—Nor can I ſpeak.—Yet muſt I. 
I tremble on the brink ; yet muſt plunge in 
Know, my Demetrius / joys are for the gods; 
Man's common courſe of nature is diſtreſs : 
His joys are prodigies; and like them too, 
Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 
And trembles at the perils of a bliſs. 
To hope, how bold ! How daring to be fond, 
When what our fondneſs graſps is not immortal !— 
I will preſume on thy known, ſteady virtue, 
And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius / 
Nor longer in my boſom hide a brand, 
That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 
DzmeTRIVS. 
What myſtery ? [Here a ſecond pauſe in both. 
ExIxzxE. 
The blackeft. 
DeweTRIVs, 
How every terror doubles in the dark ! 
Why muffled up in filence ſtands my fate? 
This horrid ſpeQre let me ſee at once, 
And ſhew if I'm a man. 
Ex1xXENE. 


It calls for more, 
DgmeTRIVS. 
It calls for ze then; Love has made me more. 
Ex1xEne. 
O fortify thy ſoul with more than love ; [thee. 


To hear, what heard, thou'lt curſe the tongue that tells 
De- 
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Drurratus. 
Curſe whom? Curſe thee! 


ERIXENE. 
Yes, from thy inmoſt ſoul, 


Why doſt thou lift thy eyes and hands to heav'n ? 
The pow'rs moſt conſcious of this deed, reſide 

In darkneſs, howl below in raging fires, 

Where pangs like mine corrode them. —Thence ariſe, 
Black gods of execration and deſpair ! 

Tho” dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way, 
While nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the ſun ; 
Then through thoſe horrors in loud groans proclaim, 
That I m—— 


DemeTRIUS. . 
What —IL'Il have it, cho' i it blaſt me, 1 
-ERIXINE. Th 
To 


Thus then in thunder — I am Per/cus' wife. 
[Demetrius falls againſt the ſcene. Arier a pauſe, an 


DemeTRIUS. To 
In thier No; that had not firuck ſo deep. Th 
What tempe e'er diſcharg'd ſo fierce a fire ?— ali 
Calm and deliberate anguiſh feeds upon me; Co 
Each thought ſent out for help brings in new woe. [f 


Where ſhall I turn ? where fly? to whom but thee? Wh 
[Kneeling A1 


Tremendous Jove whom mortals will not know In 
From bleſſings, but compel to be ſevere, WI 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power; An 
I ſee my failings, and abſolve thy rage. Ca 


But, oh! I muſt perceive the load that's on me; 
I can't but tremble underneath the ſtroke. 


Aid me to bear !—But ſince it can't be borne, An 


Oh 
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Oh let thy mercy burſt in flames upon me ! 
Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this; 
This pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the wretch, 
ul. WThe groaning wretch, that on the wheel expires. 
ERIXENS, 
Why did I tell thee ? 
DemeTRIUS. 
ſe, Why commit a deed 
Too hocking to be told > What fumes of hell 
„ WFlew to thy brain? What fiend the crime inſpir'd ? 
ERIXENE. 
Perſe, laſt night, as ſoon as thou waſt fled, 
at that dead hour, when good men are at reſt, 
When every crime and horror is abroad, 
Graves yawn,fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens ſcream 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends, more fatal far,, 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet, 
%, Ind wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave conſent 
To call a prieſt that moment, all was ruin'd. 
That the next day Demetrius and his powers 
Might conquer, he loſe me, and 1 my crown, 
Conferr'd by Philip but on Per/eus? wife. 
ſtarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
? My half-recover'd ſtrength, brib'd prieſts conſpire, 
oe urge my vow, all ſeize my raviſh'd hand, 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the haſty rite ; 
While each ill omen of the ſky flew o'er us, 
And furies howl'd our nuptial ſong below, —— 
Can't thou forgive? 
DemuTRIVS. 
By all the flames of love, 
And torments of deſpair, I never can. 
2h 1 2 The 
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The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 
And all their adders hiſs around thy head! 


I'll ſee thy face no more! [Going, 
EalxENE. 
Thy rage is juſt. 
Vet ſtay and hear me. [She kneels, and holds him. 
 DemeTrIvUs. 
1 have heard too much. 
ErIxXENE. 
'Till thou has heard the whole, O do not curſe me 
DemETRIUS. 
Where can I find a curſe to reach thy crime? 
ERIXENE. f | 
Mercy ! [V icin. 


DemzTrIVs. [A lde. 
Her tears, like drops of molten lead, 
With torment burn their paſſage to my heart. 
And yet ſuch violation of her vows 
ERIxENE. 


Mercy ! 
DgMETR1Us. We 
Perſeur [ Srampings 
EAIxENE. 
Stamp till the centre ſhakes, 
So black a dæmon ſhalt thou never raiſe, 
Per/eus | Canſt thou abhor him more than I? 
Hell has its furies, Perſeus has his love, 
And, oh! Demetrius his eternal hate. 
| DEeMETRIUS. 
Eternal! Yes, eternal and eternal; 
As deep, and everlaſting, as my pain. 
ER1XENE. 


Some god deſcend, and ſooth his ſoul to o peaco! 


D- 
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DEMETRIUS. 


Talk'ſt SB of peace? What peace haſt thou beſtow'd ? 


A brain diſtracted, and a broken heart. 

Talk'ſ thou of peace? Hark, hark, thy huſband calls, 
His father's rebel! brother's murderer ! 

Nature's abhorrence, and—thy lawful Lord! 

Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſom 


Conſult my peace, 
ER1XENE. 


I never ſhall be there. 
My Lord ! my Life! | 
DemeTRIVS, 
How ſay'ſ ? Is Perſeus here 
Fly, fly! away, away! 'tis death! *tis inceſt! 
[Starting wide, and looking round bim. As he 
is going, ſhe lays hold of his robe. 
Dar'ſt thou to touch Demetrius Dar'ſt thou touch him 
Evea with thine eye ? | 
ER IXENE. 
I dare — and more, dare ſeize, 
And fix him here: No doubt to thy ſurprize.— 
I'm blemiſh'd, not abandon'd ; honour ſtill 
Is ſacred in my fight. Thou call'ſt it inceſt ; 
"Tis innocence, *tis virtue; if there's virtue 
In fix'd, inviolable ſtrength of love, 
For, know, the moment the dark deed was done, 
The moment madneſs made me Per/eus' wife, 
| ſeiz'd this friend, and lodg'd him in my boſom, 
[Shewing a dagger 
Firmly reſolv'd I never would be more. 
And now I fling me at thy feet, imploring 
Thy ſteadier hand to guide him to my heart, 


Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die, 5 : 
1 
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DeuzrRius. 
Has Perſeus then an hymeneal claim? 
And no divorce but death ?—and death from me, 
Who ſhould defend thee from the world in arms ? 
O thou tall excellent! till moſt belov'd ! 
” ERIXENE. | - 
Life is the foe that parts us; death, a friend 
All knots diſſolving, joins us; and for ever. 
Why ſo diſorder'd ? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame? 
Look on me; do I tremble? Am I pale? 
When I let looſe a ſigh, I'll pardon thine, 
Take my example, and be bravely wretched ; 
True grandeur riſes from ſurmounted ills ; 
The wretched only can be truly great. 
If not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ſtrike ; 
'Tis not Erixene, tis Perſeus wife. 
Thou'lt not reſign me? 
DemeTRIVS. 
Not to Fove. +» 
ER1xENE, | : 
Then ftrike, 
DemeTrIVs. [Gazing on her wwith aftoniſhment.] 
How can I ſtrike ? Stab at the face of heav'n ?- 

How can I ſtrike ?—Yet how can I forbear ? 
I feel a thouſand deaths, debating one, 
A deity ſtands guard on every charm, 


And ſtrikes at me, 
| | ( 
ERIXENE. 

As will thy brother ſoon : 
He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
Nothing ſo cruel as too ſoft a ſoul; 
This is ſtrange 3 that breaks my heart; | 
Strange 7 
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Strange tenderneſs, that deoms to url de # 


To Nen. 
Dautrutvs. 


True. But bow to ſhun that horror? 


By wounding thee, whom ſavage pards would ſpare 


My heart's inhabitant! my ſoul's ambition ! 

By wounding thee, and bathing in thy blood; 
That blood illuſtrious, through a radiant race 
of kings, and heroes, rofting down from gods? 


\ v " A ; 
* Fux EN E. 


ann kings, and gods themſelves, muſt yield 


To 3 


Dzuzrxivs. 
Since that abſolves me. 
Stand firm and fair. 

E Euixzxz. 

| | My boſom meets the points. 
Than Pry far mare weleome 0 my hea. 


Deut raus,. re { 
themſclyes too ftrang;. | | 


Neceſſity, for gods 
B weaker. than thy chatms. - IO 
ENU... 116. 
1 ; leg Th O ene 9 
[Tur», and gots to a farther part of the Hage. | 
 *DawoTrrivs. © „ 
n 1 [Beck Sent cen, i. |: 
enen, 
en Cd; l- ; | 
Dunrzius. FPoffenavely bieder ber] e 
Wöbere goeſt? / | 
5 ere | | 
To ſeek » friend; me 085; FP | 
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|  DemMETRIVUS, 
He's here. 
nne 


Earth, open and receive me. 
eee ** 
Hleav'n rike 2 
And fave me from a double ſuicide, -_ 
And one of tenfold death.—O Jeu 4 O Foue! | 
l [Falling on bis knees. 
But I'm diftrafted, _ [ Suddenly farting up. 
- What can q Why pray ? 


What can I pray for ? | 
| Exrxane. 


For a heart. od 


Daxsraivs. 
Yes, one 


That cannot feel. Mine bleeds/at every vein, 

Who never loy'd, ne'er ſuffer'd ; he feels nothing, 

Who nothing feels but for himſelf alone; 

And when we feel for others, reaſon reels, 

O'erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 

As Love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, _ 

Love only feels the marwellous of pain; 

Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, _ 

And wakes the nerve where agonies are born : 

E'en Dymas, Perſeus (hearts of adamant!) _- 

Might weep theſe torments of their mortal foe. 
EI Xx J .. 

Shall I be leſs compaſſionate than tes? 

[Takes up the dagger- 
What love deny d thine agonies have done ; [Stabs zal. 
Demetrius ſigh Gen s the * of death. 
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A TRAGEDY. 291 
_ #Enter the Ric, Oe. 
Kix oo. 
Give me Demetrius to my arms; I call has. | 
To ri death, to tranſport from, deſpair, 
DemeTRIVUS. 
See Perſeur wife! [ Pointing at Erixene] Let Delia tell 
KI. | [the reſt, 

My grief-accuſtom'd hear can gueſs too well, | 

Duras. 
Three mans all to guilt, but tears and death, 

| Kine. 
Death !—Who ſhall quell falſe Perſeus now in arms ? 
Who pour my tempeſt on the Capitol? _ 
How ſhall I ſweeten life to thy ſad ſpirit ? 
Pl ue my throne this hour, and thou ſhalt * 
Dzuz raus. 

You 6 chat death you would diduade; 
Ennobled thus by fame and empire loſt, | 
As well as life !-Small ſacrifice to Love. 


[ Going to ab binſelf, the King runs to prevent it ; 
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but too late.” 
Sai + Kine. 1271 u a 
Ah, hold! nor firike thy dagger through | my heart! | 
Deuratus. | 
'Tis my firſt diſobedience, and my laft. [Fall down. 
Kixe. 
There Philip fell! There Macedon expir'd! 
I ſee the: Roman eagle hovering o'er us, 12605 
And n ſhould 'bring her to the ground. | 
emen Pot at Demetrius 
tel? Daa e : 
Hear, good * my laſt Res Lite 
02 . Tell. 


'# 
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2902 THE BROTHERS, &c. 
Tell Perſeus, if he'N ſheath his impious ſword? 
Prawn on his father, I'll forgive him = 


Though poor Fri ent lies bleeding by: | 991 | 

Her blood efies-Vengeatice but my father's, Peace— | 

| Ii. 
KN. ny 4 


As much his b wounds me as kis death. 
What then are both ?—O Philip, once renown'd l. 
Where is the pride of Gree, the dread of Rome, 
The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 
And the god Alexander's rival, now ? 
E'en at the foot of fortune's precipice, 
Where the ſlave's ſigh wafts pity to the prince, 
And his ops, agreed cries out for more. 
ArTiconus:” | 
As the fwoln column of uſtending ſmoke, - | | 
8s ſolid fwells thy grandeur, pigmy man SA | 


Kino. . ; 
My life's deep tragedy was plann'd with art. | 
From ſcene to ſcene advancing in diſtreſs, | 
Through a ſad ſeries, to this dire reſult; | | 
As if the Thracian queen conducted all, 15 
And wrote the moral in her children's blood; 
Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in vain. 
Hear it, ye nations! diſtant ages! hear; 
And learn the dread decrees of Fove to fear: 
His dread decrees the ſtricteſt balance keep; 
The father groans, who made a mother weep 5; 
But if no terror for gourſelves can move, 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye love; 
For Your Demetrius : Mine is doom'd to bleed,  * 
[| Aguiltleſs victim, for his father's. deed, 
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AN HISTORICAL 


55 


E P I LOG UR 


By the AUTHOR. 


M Ee1loove, through cuſfom, is your right, 
But n er perhaps was needful till this night : 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 
Guilt's dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 
In biftory's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius“ Bade * 
Vengeance ſo great, that when his tale is told, 
With pity ſome ev'n Perſeus may behold. 

Perſeus /arviv'd, indeed, and fil d the tbrons, 
But ceaſeleſi cares in congueſt made him groan : 

Nor reign'd be long; from Rome fiſt thunder flex. 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw : 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led. 
For this night's deed his perjur'd boſom Bled. 

His brother's ghoſt each moment made him flart,. 

And all bis father's anguiſh rent his heart. 

When, reb'd in black, his children round bim bung 
Hnd their rait d arms in early forrow rung; , 
The younger /mil'd, unconſcious of their woe ; 

At aubich ti tears, O Rome l began to flow.;; 
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So Jad the ſcens: What then muſt Perſeus /eel, 
Ta fee Jove's race attend the vide wheel ; 
To fee the flaves of his wworft forr increaſe, 
From ſuch a fource As emperor”s embrace ? 
He fichen'd ſoon to death ; and, what is worſe, Wh. 
He well deſerv'd, and felt, the coward's curſe ;/ | 
Unpity'd, ſeorn'd, inſulted his laft hour, | 
Far, far from home, and in a vaſſal's power: 
His pale cheek reſted on his ſhameful chain, A 4, ſp 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign yp EL SUFY | 

No fuit retards, no comfort fooths his drom, | 
And not one tear bedews a monarch's tomb. 

Nor ends it thus —dire vengeance 10 complete, * 3 
His antient empire falling, ſhares his fate : | — 
His throne forgot ! His TRY ly a 57 125 3 


And nations aſt—Where Alexander reign'd. "= ml po 
As public woes a prince: crime purſue, rg 280 2 
| So public bleſſings are bis virtues dus, 3 


| Shout, Britons, ſhout auſpicious fortune bleſs „ 
And cry, . b title to ſucceſs 
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